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RYKO 


Jerry Only's long awaited Misfits 
Special-Project SHOWCASING punk 

COVERS OF 50'S ERA CLASSICS! 


All Star line-up of Jerry Only, 
Marky Ramone & Dez Cadena 


Special Guest Vocals by 
60’s Icon Ronnie Spector 


Includes Bonus Limited edition 
DVD OF live performances & MORE! 


. LEGENDS TEAM WITH JAPAN’S PREMIERE HORROR PUNKS I 


Japan's premiere 
horror punks unleash 
THIER first full LENGTH 
CD IN NORTH AMERICA ! 


AVAILABLE NOW 


60 MINUTES OF Balzac's 
BEST MATERIAL COMPILED 
ON ONE DISC WITH ALL 
NEW RECORDINGS. 


1 7 TERRIFYING TRACKS. 
3 LIVE BONUS TRACKS. 
Plus Free Limited 
Edition DVD included! 
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Vi<leo Movie 


■* Widescreen 16:9-enhanced 

> Dolby Digital 5.1 surround 

> Commentary tracks 

^ Behind-the-scenes lootoge ‘ 

> Cast & crew interviews | 

> Bloopers & outtakes 

* Still galleries and more! 


HELL ASYLUM also feolures: 

> Director's production diary 

> Bonus music video 


DEAD & ROTTING olso features: 

► Director's eorly short films 

> Isolated music store track 
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...will die. 


Sept. 16, 2003 


“Tempe has pulled 
out all the stops with 
this special edition... 
a solid effort that 
genre fans should 
find worthwhile.” 

• DVDAuthority.com 
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fine art of Murder... 


$9 ’’ SPLATTER COMEDIES! 


“Combines all the elements that made 
Airplane! and many of Troma's ftims 
work.. .far more entertainins than 
any of the gross-out comedies that 
Hollywood's been vomiting out lately." 

• Fiimllveat.con 


SPECIAL EDITION FEATURES: 


■ Dolby Digilal 5.1 surround remln 

direclor MstUw Jason Walsh snfl stars 

'-Building a Better BLOODLETTING" 

nidking.ot teoturetle (35 mins.) 

• Deleted scertes a mins.) 

•DVD-ROM: MPS ssuttairsdc a PDF screenplay 

• Production still gallery S review quotes 

• Three variant versions of trailer 
•-I’ve Killed Before" . 1»S snort flint version 

whn commentary by producer Ron Bonk (3S mins.) 

•Temsie DVD trailers & coming attractions 

• Full-color insert with IntTsauellon by ednorS 
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ELITE ENTERTAINMENT PROUDLY PRESENTS... 



It’s time for some good old-fashioned, 
B-movIe fun with your favorite 
cult/drive-in film icon Joe Bob Briggs 
in Elite Entertainment's new series. 
“Joe Bob Briggs Presents...” 


Join Joe Bob as he kicks off this series 
with the ‘60s cult film “Jesse James 
Meets Frankenstein's Daughter," and 
enjoy a commentary track that is uniquely 
Joe Bob. Get your dose of southern com- 
fort with "Joe Boh Brigg's Presents..." 


Joe Bob Griggs, the drive-in movie critic 
of Grapevine, Texas, is best known for his 
long-running shows on The Movie Channel 
and TNT, and his syndicated column “Joe 
Bob Goes to the Drive-In." As the author 
of six hooks and the recent “Profoundly 
Disturbing: Shocking Movies That 
Changed History," there is no greater 
authority on the cult and B-movie genre. 


Audio Commentary 

Featuring Your Host 

JOEBOBBRIGGS 

and Original Theatrical Trailer 


AVAILABLE NOW! 

Retail Price: $19.95 


Remember the 
Drive-In Theater? 


The stale popcorn, the warm soda, the steamy windshields? Elite 
Entertainment takes you back to those warm summer nights from 
the past, recreating a night at the drive-in theater with DRIVE-IN DISCS7 
a multi-volume collectible DVD series. Each volume of this nostalgic series 
will include a complete double feature "HORROR SHOW" plus the original 
drive-in extras that we all remember, such as Cartoons, Countdown Clock, 
Concession Stand Ads, Coming Attractions, Intermission and MORE! 


-Digital-Views 


Elite presents the latest in LOW-FIDELITY technology: DISTORTO! 

To truly recreate the drive-in experience, a secondary audio track will 
replicate the truly horrific qualify of the famed drive-in window speaker. 
When selected, this feature will deliver the film's soundtrack to only the 
front left speaker of your system. Other drive-in "sounds" will be heard 
from the remaining channels. You'll feel like you're really there! 

Drive-Ill Discs Volume 3 Includes... 

I BURY THE LIVING THE HAND 


AVAILABLE 

NOW! 

Retail Price: $14.95 


discovers that by insertiBg a bladr pin into tnreil by tbe Japanese, toiluied and tbeir haods 
a wall-sized map of Ihe cemetery, he can are cut ntt. te later, a killer tmrnrizes Londnn 

cause tfie ifeath nf itiat plot's owner. by cutting off tbe hands of his victims. Starting 

OnnSulIrvaJL Fred Graham g lisa Simnne. 

1953 / BSW / Mojo / Hot rated / Approx. 76 min. 19«l / SSW / Mono / Hot Rated / Appimo 61 mio. 


Elite Entertainment 
P.O.Box 1177 

Scarborough, ME 04070-1177 
www.elitecJisc.com 


ALSO AVAILABLE: 

Drive-In Discs Volumes 1 & 2 at a new LOW PRICE of $14.95, or get 
Drive-In Discs Collection {indudes Volumes 1,2 & 3) for JUST $39.95 






HE IS LEGEND 

Celehraling the career of Richard Matheson. one of the 
genres most enduring imaginations. 

Plus: Malheson s Horror Highlights and more! 
by Chris Alexander, Gary Butler and Brad Abraham 

HAIL TO THE KINGS, BABY! 

Bruce Campbell and Don Coscarelli team up with 
Joe R. Lansdale for Bubba Ho-Tep. 
by Brad Abraham 

FANTASIA: 2003 FESTIVAL WRAP UP 

The darkest cinematic goodies from around the world, 
by the Rue Morgue Staff! 


14 NOTE FROM UNDERGROUND 6 

Zines and magazines. 

POST-MORTEM 7 

Letters from fans, readers and weird people. 

22 DREADLINES 8 

News highlights, horror happenings. 

NEEDFUL THINGS 12 

-o Strange trinkets from our bazaar of the bizarre. 
2o 

CINEMACABRE 53 

The latest films, the newest DVDs and reissues. 



HORROR IN THE HILLS REVISITED 34 

Anchor Bay immortalizes lies Craven 's The Hills Have Eyes. 
Plus: A Brief Histoiy of Hillbilly Hovtvr! 
by John Bowen 


A TRAVELOGUE OF TERROR 40 

■ A holiday to the heart of America 's gteatesl darknesses. 

^ ■' by Leon Marcelo 

O,' RISE OF THE HORROR MANGA 44 

The. Japanese honvr invasion continues with the bald new 
wave of comic book titles from the Far East, 
by Sam Costello 


BLOOD IN FOUR COLOURS 108 

The horror comic book gospel. 

THE NINTH CIRCLE 113 

Books that bleed. 

TERROR HAS BIG EYES! 120 

Anime that runs red. 

THE GORE-MET 122 

Menu: August Underground Mordum! 



SOMETHING WICKED THIS WAY COMES 

Todd McFarlane unveils The Land of Twisted Oz.. 
by Rod Gudino 


TALE OF A BLACK MAGIC MANSION 
Media Blasters releases Flesh for the Beast, 
by Jen \'uckovic 


■80S WEREWOLF RESURRECTED! 

Joe Dante remembers The Howling, 
by Aaron Lupton 
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AUDIO DROME 125 

Tunes from the tomb. 

PLAY DEAD 132 

New and upcoming games. 

CLASSIC CUT 136 

John Newland’s One Step Beyond. 











to a few friends to see what they thought. They immediately said that a horror magazine that 
looked beyond movies to the culture of horror was a pretty good idea, but wondered whether 
there was any marketing potential in it. Their reservations began to abate once the thing was in 
pre-production and. by the time it hit the streets, they agreed 1 had a pretty good zine on my 
hands. 

And I guess I did. though, to be honest, it was never my intention to produce a zine; I always 
thought of Rue Morgue as a full-blown magazine, even back when it clocked in at 20 lean black 
and white pages. The difference, for those of you who never wondered, is that a magazine is 
commonly defined as a collection of articles, stories and pictures specializing in a particular 
subject, where a zine is an inexpensively produced, self-published underground publication, 
largely having to do with the personal interests of its editor or editors. 

Sure, i?Mwas inexpensively produced, self-published and underground, and yes, it was 
about something I liked (horror) but it wasn’t guided by a narcissistic urge to publish a treatise 
on my personal interests. Right from the beginning, it was about trying to bring some sort of 
respectability and critical sense to a genre that, like so many other popular genres, was mired 
in fanboy adulation and cultural anorexia, 

That was six years ago and, looking back on the bumpy trail of late-night productions, tight 
schedules and the wonky economics of publishing, 1 can definitely say it was a tough ride, one 
that persisted largely because I’ve been blessed with a great team (the ever dependable Rue 
Crew), a knack for solving problems, a little luck, and you, the Constant Reader, whom I 
always believed had grown up out of their teens and would support a magazine that engaged 
them as adults, 

Zine or no zine. I’ve been told more than once by industry professionals that Rue Morgue 
should never have succeeded, mainly because (in their view) it’s too editorially ambitious and 
too cerebral for its audience, not to mention that it’s confusing, given that it dabbles into cul- 
ture without being a lifestyle magazine. What these guys don’t know - in their bizarre' world 
of focus group statistics - is that any demographic is undeniably plastic, malleable like a piece 
of warm cheese and predictable only in proportion to the limitations of the choices its offered. 
Maybe Rue Morgue should never have worked, but I can’t deny that sometliing always told me 
it would, mainly because I knew that people would take it if it was there for the taking and 
accept it with its complexities because it spoke to their own complexities. I guess in this fun- 
damental way, Rue Morgue will never fully be a magazine, because we just don’t believe that 
our “demographic” can ever be defined by a “market trend”. 

This issue, we continue to disregard industry standards by celebrating our Sixth Anniversary 
with a cover story on Richard Matheson (one of the genre’s most enduring imaginations) and, 
elsewhere, giving you the lowdown on Neh-omantik 2 and August Undeiground Mordum. We 
also report on one of our favourite finds of the calendar year, Don Coscarelli’s Bubba Ho-Tep, 
along with the 2003 FanTasia Festival, Wes Craven’s The Hills Have Eyes, horror manga, a ter- 
ror travelogue, new toys and tons more. Hopefully, you’ll find something of interest in the 140 
pages we’ve compiled for you. 

On a personal note, our Sixth Anniversary Issue also marks a new beginning for Rue Morgue, 
the arrival of our first Managing Editor, Jen Vuckovic. and the opening of our Halloween Party 
to the public at large, you included. Even if you don’t make it to Toronto on October 24 (see 
page 101), we do hope, as always, that you have a happy and safe Halloween. 

RG 

rod@nie-morgiie.com 
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HATS OFF to the heroes at Rue Morgue for 
their stellar coverage of Day of the Dead in issue 
#34. Who would have ever thought that Dav of the 
Dead, undoubtedly the most underrated of the 
Dead trilogy, would embrace the cover of any 
other publication since its birth in 1985? Definite- 
ly not !. [ found the interview with George 
Romero to be informative, covering a vast array of 
topics in a way that was not scattered or strewn. 
By plastering a movie like Day of the Dead on the 
front cover of their publication. Rue Morgue 
shows that it will cover whatever the hell it wants 
to: that it’s not just another corporate magazine 
trying to cash in on some waste of celluloid emit- 
ted by the honchos in Hollywood. 

Tad Hethcoat — Winchester, Virginia 

HEY. 1 know this is a little late, but thanks so 
much for the Spaghetti Westerns feature in the 
May/June 2003 issue. I had always been sort of 
peripherally aware of Spaghetti Westerns but had 
never bothered to check them out (my line of 
thinking was basically, '‘bloodier gunfighls, so 
what?"). Encouraged by your mag, however, I 
rented Django from my favourite video store, and 
my mind is forever changed. I love that movie 
with a love that transcends distance and time, and 
needless to say, I’m now going to see every other 
Spaghetti Western I can get my hands on, ever. 
Thank you thank you thank you. 

Dev Ashby - Los .Angeles, California 

THIS IS PARTLY an appreciation of Lucky 
McKee and Angela Bettis’ marvelous movie, 
May, and partly a hug. Lucky, you intended this 
film to be a heartbreaker. it worked; but I’m glad 
you gave it a cheerful ending. Thank you for that. 
If you have films in the works that are better than 
May. then you have a future I wantto stick around 
for. 

Clayton “The Boonic Ghoul" George 
- Pictou, Nova Scotia 

I'D LUCE TO SAY I appreciated John 
Bowen’s even-handed and thoughtful assessment 
of I Spit on Your Grave. At one point, Bowen 
comments that Last House on the Left contained 
"considerably fewer redeeming qualities" than the 
Zarchi film. While I agree that a great deal of the 
invective directed towards ISOYG has been 


unjust, I cannot agree with his dismissal of the 
Craven predecessor. Craven was more successful 
at the task of getting the depredations and vio- 
lence under an assured directorial perspective, 
anger towards and rejection of the violations 
occurring onscreen. My main complaint with 
ISOYG is that it often comes close to merely pre- 
senting the violence within the rape sequences. 
Still, it never celebrates violence towards women, 
as its hysterical detractors have claimed, and it is 
always clear with whom Zarchi’s sympathies 
reside. Perhaps the underlying cause of the film’s 
problems is simply that Zarchi was not a good 
enough filmmaker to execute it properly. 

Andrew MacEwen - Queens, New York 

I AM A BIG FAN of the mag, and I almost 
always agree with your views on past and recent 
horror flix, but 1 must disagree with Rod Gudino’s 
bashing of 28 Days Later. Yes, they stole from 
Dawn of the Dead, yes the script was a bit dry, but 
you can’t deny the total gloom and doom feel of 
this movie. In my 20-plus years of horror, not 
since Blair Witch have I sat in a movie theatre and 
felt that uneasy and full of dread. Keep up the 
great work... long live the ’80s! 

M. Darko - Lanham, Maryland 

I DO LIKE ROCK MUSIC but it seems 
like you guys only like one genre of music - as 1 
was reading the reviews for music I saw nothing 
but rock related bands. Did you guys know that 
there is rap out there that can be scary too? It’s 
called horrorcore. Such horrorcore acts are: 
Esham, Twiztid, Grave Diggaz and Brotha Lynch 
Hung just to name a few. To find more info on this 
genre of music go to www.horrorcorc.com. Keep 
up the cool magazine, but please put horrorcore 
CD reviews in RAf please! 

Jake Johnstone - Salisbury, Maryland 

I’M WRITING THIS in response to Jay 
Malloy’s letter in RMWiA. His letter was on the 
review oiHou.se of WOO Corpses that you did in 
issue #33. He gave a rather negative review of the 
movie, and on a whole, it was almost a polar 
opposite of Chris Alexander and Emma Ander- 
son’s review'. House of WOO Corpses is a genre 
movie, it is a gore fest. plain and simple. The plot 
is laughable and is written in such a way that the 


audience knows that someone is gonna die, and 
they do so in an explosion of red spray. I myself 
didn’t think the movie was anything all that good, 
but it didn’t suck either. All in all though I think 
Rob Zombie can chalk up his first movie as a suc- 
cess. Why? Because with all the hype, good and 
bad press, and delays in release, it still managed to 
rake in a fair chunk of change at the box office. It 
will probably do so again when it comes out on 
DVD in August. And really, isn't that the bottom 
line when it comes to making movies? 

Sam O’Beirn — London, Ontario 

IT WAS VERY REFRESHING to read a 
positive review of the much overlooked Wrong 
Turn. Hard to believe how' much hype drcck like 
Darkness Falls, House of WOO Corpses and 28 
Days Later received compared to this suspenseful 
and solidly acted gem that kept me on the edge of 
my seat. I wanted to point out one small thing in 
Chris Alexander's excellent review where he 
draws comparisons to Deliverance, Texas Chain- 
saw and Hills Have Eyes. I can recall an excellent 
though obscure film from the early eighties enti- 
tled Just Before Dawn that Wrong Turn obviously 
borrowed liberally from also. This film starred B- 
film legend George Kennedy and came out in 
either 1981 or 1982. For fans of backwoods horror 
I would highly recommend this. Pity that it is not 
yet available on DVD. I would also love to know 
the Gore-Met’s opinion of Just Before Dawn in a 
future issue. 

Eric Mehta - Montreal, Canada. 

GOT THE LATEST ISSUE of RM today 

and let me tell ya that diis one is gonna be sold out 
way before the next one comes out! Day of the 
Dead has always been in my favourite top five of 
all time and it really seems like each number of 
RM \% more and more “unique”. Anyway, great job 
on giving it a new'spaper style... really nice. 

JeF.X - Montreal, Quebec 


We encourage readers to send their comments via 
mail or e-mail. Letters may be edited for length and/or 
content. Please send to info@aie-morgue.com or: 

POST MORTEM 
c/o Rue Morgue Magazine 
700 Queen Street East, Toronto ON, M4M 1 G9 - 
CANADA 








Tobe Hooper re-imagines Toolbox iVIurders 



Tobe Hooper, legendary direc- 
tor of The Texas Chainsaw Massacre and 
The Funhouse, has recently wrapped pro- 
duction on a new version of the 1978 sleaze 
classic. The Toolbox Murders. But this is no 
remake, says Hooper, who calls his movie a 
“re-imagining” of the low-budget shocker. 
Producers have been after the reluctant 
Hooper for years to remake Toolbox (it 
would make little sense to remake a movie 
that is already spun off his original The 
Texas Chainsaw Massacre), so the director 
finally settled on a completely revamped 
version; a supernatural ghost story. Co-pro- 
duced by Tony DiDio, who also produced 


the original, and scripted by Adam Gierach 
and Jace Anderson, Hooper’s Toolbox Mur- 
ders revolves around a series of killings 
which take place in an historic Hollywood 
hotel that houses a supernatural evil. 

“It’s a film that’s really grounded in the 
wonderful times we live in,” Hooper says 
wryly while taking a breather from editing at 
his Los Angeles production offices. “It’s 
about what has happened ever since Holly- 
wood has been here. It’s about a young 
ach'ess and hopefuls coming to Hollywood 
and some of them never go back home, 
some of them disappear completely. It’s 
around that atmosphere and it’s around that 
theme.” 

The film stars Angela Bettis, who has 
recently been earning raves for her title per- 
formance in Lucky 
McKee’s indie horror 
film May (see 
7?A/#34). Hooper’s cast 
is rounded out by Juli- 
et Landau l^Repos- 
sessed), Brent Roam 
{Tremors 4), Ranee 
Howard {Spider-Man), 
Greg Travis {Starship Troopers), and none 
other than founding member of the horror 
rock band The Misfits. Glenn Danzig. An 
impressive cast to be sure, and one which 
the director couldn’t have been more pleased 
with in bringing his vision to the screen. 

“It was great,” Hooper says, “I love actors 
and they know that. I’m a bit of an actor 
myself and I do communicate well with 
them. There were quite a few [standout] per- 
formances, absolutely.” 

The original Toolbox Murders, directed by 
Dennis Donnelly, stars Cameron Mitchell as 
a deranged building superintendent who 


kills young women in gruesome ways with 
an arsenal of hammers, drills and nail guns 
from his toolbox and is, by all accounts, a 
nasty piece of genre filmmaking. Not a par- 
ticularly well made film - exploitative, 
sleazy and mean-spirited - it is certainly an 
unusual choice for an update. But Hooper 
insists the new version will be a different 
ball game altogether and says it’s closer to 
Sitspiria than the original Toolbox. In fact, it 
seems that the only similarity between the 
films is the fact that people are being mur- 
dered with tools. 

“It’s a complex movie.” he reveals. “It’s 
like shuffling a deck of cards; every time 
you turn the card over you get more infor- 
mation and you have to assimilate the whole 
thing yourself [The two films] are like the 
sun and the moon, they’re like two different 
galaxies. It’s quite different.” 

With the fresh take on the material, the 
genre legend is confident that the indepen- 
dently-produced film, which could possibly 
see a title change because of the heavy bag- 
gage it carries with hardcore genre fans, will 
be well received by audiences nonetheless. 

“You do what you like when you make a 
film,” he says. “Hopefully, you’re in sync 
with the audience, but that’s all magic and 
lighting candles. But I think the audiences 
will like it and I know that fans of the genre 
will be satisfied. It’s a lot more than it 
appears to be; it’s a psychological horror- 
thriller, it’s dramatic, it’s emotional, and it 
has an incredible cast that is used quite well, 
weaving through this old hotel in Holly- 
wood.” 

Beat a path to www.alpinepix.com for 
info and updates. 

Nathan Tyler 



Rob Zombie & Bump In The Night Productions 

i. present the official 

www.BumplnTheNightProductions.com 
Send $2 for a cataiog! 312 Waiiace Ave. Vaiiejo, CA 94590 
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Goyer caps off series with 
Blade: Trinity 


The third and final installment in the huge- 
ly successful Blade movies will be drawing 
new blood this fall. 

Blade: Trinity returns to the roots of the 
Blade character who first appeared in the 
1970s Marvel Comics series. The Tomb of 
Dracula. Hannibal King, Blade’s old partner 
in crime, is set to appear in Blade: Trinity 
and so will the big vampire daddy himself, 
Dracula. but a much different Dracula than 
fans have ever seen before. 

“Well, Hannibal King, Frank Drake, and 
Blade were part of the Nightstalkers and 
that’s a big part of the third film although 
we’ll have to see how much of The Tomb of 
Dracula stuff makes it into the film,” says 
David S. Goyer, writer of the first two Blade 
movies. He has been continually revising 
Blade: Trinity s script right up to the start of 
pre-production. “Dracula’s name was Drake 
and Frank Drake is the last living descendant 


of Dracula and later joined Blade and the 
others to kill him. Dracula gets resurrected 
in this film, but he’s much more advanced 
and carries the Drake name. The vampires 
are totally immersed into society in the story 
and they have political power and they use 
that against Blade and his team. I wouldn’t 
say it’s going to be so much of a vampire 
apocalypse movie; the vampires are here.” 

Like Blade, Hannibal King was a vampire 
who. nonetheless, tried to forsake his blood- 
sucking ways in the pursuit of revenge and 
salvation. According to Goyer, King will 
retain his audacious sense of humour for 
Blade: Trinity^ which starts filming in late 
September for an August 2004 release. 

“Hannibal has a wicked sense of humour,” 
says the writer/director. “He was turned into 
a vampire, but then he gets saved so he’s 
scared of being turned back into a vampire. 
He’s going to be braver and stronger in this 


^teahltneii 


film than we’ve ever seen him before.” 

Goyer has signed on to direct the upcom- 
ing movie and reveals he has always envi- 
sioned the Blade films as having no more 
than three installments. 

“When I first pitched Blade to New Line 
Cinema, I pitched the story as a trilogy,” he 
admits. “I really think this is going to be the 
last film and 1 think Wesley feels that way 
too. He tore up his knees on Blade II and I 
think he’d like to maybe start a new fran- 
chise because the Blade films have been 
physically grueling for him. I think we all 
feel like a trilogy is a fitting end to the 
series.” 

For Goyer, arguably, the busiest (and 
coolest heavily-tattooed) figure in the horror 
genre today, Blade: Trinity marks his second 
directorial effort after the 2002 drama 
Zigzag, which also starred Wesley Snipes. 

“I could never have imagined directing 
something as complex as a Blade film before 
the experience of directing that film,” says 
Goyer. “I wanted to do a drama to show that 
I could handle all kinds of storytelling, 
because I was offered lots of horror assign- 
ments to direct. Guillermo del Toro and 
Stephen Norrington were real mentors and I 
learned to not try and be a perfect director, 
but to really communicate with actors 
because actors feed off a director’s energy.” 

Goyer has also finished writing Batman 5 
for director Christopher Nolan and was, 
until recently, working on a film version of 
Ghost Rider, which he’s no longer involved 
with. 

“Stephen Norrington and I were going to 
do Ghost Rider, but the studio wants to do a 
PG-kind of film and we weren’t interested in 
that. One of the hard things as a writer is not 
being able to control how your stuff ends up 
on the screen, like my script for The Crow: 
City of Angels. That’s why I love the idea of 
directing.” 

David Grove 
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Over 100 years of history have contributed to the 
mythology that has grown out of the weeds that now 
enshroud the ominous Danvers State Asyium. Some 
cait it The Snake Pit, others, The Witches' Castie. You 
visited it first in the writings of Lovecraft and recently 
in Session 9. Now take a closer look. 


Everything's here to make the Halloween of your night- 
mares, from links to specialty pumpkin carving sites 
and Halloween contests to yard decoration and even a 
Halloween holiday in Vegas. No razors in this apple. 

. i.Sctzascheei leader. 

Hell's belles! These doomed Texan cheerleaders spend 
their evenings professionally cheering on such bands 
as ttie Misfits, The Pie Tasters and Motley Crue. What 
an afterlife. 


You may agree with most people that the creator of 
these dolls is a “sick fucking bastard”, but he’s still in 
business which means that he isn’t the only one out 
there. A morbid curiosity, if nothing else. 

.ostdre 3S.cr 

Ghost Droppings is your year-round source for ail 
things that reek of Halloween on the web. Leave your 
own droppings here every day. 


Canada takes a turn at cult cinema - drop in regularly 
to see what Euro-Horror personality is on the Cinema 
Noctuma chat list, or spark up a conversation in the 
forum where DVD moguls come to play and plug! 


As a veteran genre journalist, M.J. Simpson has accu- 
mulated a vast library of published and unpublished 
interviews with such stars as Christopher Lee, Angus 
Scrimm, Roger Gorman and a long list of oflier horror 
greats. Read them here for free, along with obscure 
movie reviews and insider news. 

-compiled by Mary-Beth Holiyer 
Got a website suggestion? 

E-mait a link to: mbh@rue-morgue.com. 


William “Blacula" Marshall takes down the man in a classic scene from 

Scream, Blacula, Scream. 

Bve Bve Blacula: 
William Marshall Dies 


On Wednesday, June 1 1 , a man near and 
dear to the hearts of genre fans, actor 
William Marshall passed away in a Los 
Angeles retirement home at the age of 78. A 
veteran of the theatre and cinema, Marshall 
reportedly suffered from Alzheimer’s dis- 
ease in the final years of his life. 

Bom in Gary, Indiana in 1924, Marshall 
smdied at the famed Actors Studio and the 
Neighborhood Playhouse in New York. City 
after spending several years as an art smdent 
at NYU. While he became a noted Shake- 
spearean actor for his lead performances in 
Othello on the stage (the London Sunday 
Times once called him “the best Othello of 
our time”), he appeared in several movies 
such as Amazon JVomen of the Moon and 
William Girdler’s Abby and numerous tele- 
vision shows like Bonanza, The Man from 
U.N.C.L.E., Star Trek and, for his grandchil- 
dren, Pee Wee s Playhouse. 

Marshall will, however, be best remem- 


bered for donning the cape, fangs, and puffy 
sideburns as the black prince of darkness in 
the 1970's cult blaxploitation classics Blac- 
ula and Scream, Blacula, Scream. Like its 
sequel, Blacula was an unabashed exploita- 
tion picture that was surprisingly well made 
and entertaining for that circle, mixing 
voodoo religion and the vampire legend with 
just the right doses of eeriness, campiness, 
and melodrama (and Pam Grier!). 

Originally thought of as a dim-witted 
vampire by Blacula director William Crane, 
it was Marshall who was solely responsible 
for injecting a good measure of class and 
dignity into the movies, modeling the char- 
acter of the blood-sucking Manuwalde after 
the original Count Dracula in Bram Stoker’s 
classic novel, Dracula. A respected teacher 
and a perennial fan favourite at conventions, 
Marshall is survived by his longtime partner, 
and his three sons and one daughter. 
Farewell, Black Prince. 

Nathan Tyler 


3-0 House of Collectible Toys 


BUY ♦SELL ♦TRADE 

Monster / SuperHero / Science Rction 
Comic Characters, Toys & Collectibles 

Visit out website at: 

www.drtonguestoys.com 

Wo catalog, only Itio webslle 
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TOXfC TEDDIES 

us $9.99 each 

The future of teddy bears is here, and 
the future is bright red! You read that right; 
tiiese Toxic Teddies are everything you 
never remembered from your repressed 
childhood... and more! Meet Bye Bye Teddy 
(who slit his wrist in his cute little bathtub), 
Smackie Bear (who's got a bad habit), 
Bipolar Bear (adorable in his straight 
jacket), chainsaw-wielding Buzzy 
Bear and four others. These PVC- 
made critters stand approximately 
3.5 inches tali and are too cool for 
school! Order 'em up for office, home 
or hearth you degenerate. 

Check them out at 
www.toxicteddies.com. 


WENDIGO MONSTER MODEL KIT 

us $50 

Those of you with fond memories of Larry Fessenden’s Wendigo (see RA#25) will be thrilled to know that the movie’s 
titular creature (a kind of half-man/half-deer) has crossed over into the toy market to join ranks with the best of them. 
That’s right, this 13-inch, 11-piece resin kit is all yours for the building, with snazzy box artwork reminiscent of those 
Aurora monster model kits of the 1960s. 

Available at hobby shops, online dealers or directly from the director himself at www.glasseyepix.com. 


DEATH PLAYING CARDS 

U5 $4.99 per deck 

When you gamble money, you win 
and you lose, but when you gamble with 
addictions, son, you gamble with your 
life. If you’re gonna disregard the facts, 
at least have the guts to do it with these 
Death Cigarettes or Death On Drugs 
trading cards, two of the latest ideas to 

come from the Tobacco and Drug Education/Prevention Programs - folks hellbent on saving 
your procrastinating, good-for-nothing life. The Grim Reaper himself leers out from all 54 cards 
in each of these collectible decks, warning you on the dangers of smoking crack, shooting 
smack and your inevitable early heart attack. With wild cards that read “This Joker Was A 
Smoker,” these things practically play themselves. 

Call 805-545-9625 or check frie obits at www.deathcards.com... and for Chrissakes put 
that dang thing out already! 


EDGAR ALLAN POE COLLECTION BLANKET/THROWS 
& NOVELTY BOOK PILLOW 

US $29.99 (blanket); $24.99 (pillow) 

There’s nothing quite like curling up with your favourite book, but how about curling up with 
your favourite writer? You can do just that with this beautifully designed 60" X 80” Edgar Allan 
Poe blanket (85 percent acrylic, 15 percent polyester, 100 percent comfort) and Raven pillow 
(in the shape of a book, no less). The blanket bears a portrait of Poe and name written in his 
own script, and is bordered with elegant decorative scrollwork befitting the grandfather of the 
macabre. A perfect accessory for your lair. 

Order from 301-722-3360. 
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Also AmiLABLe: 5 th ANNIVBRSARy 
MARQUEE POSTER! 


SHIRTS: $20 CAN - $15 US Piu!$3.95iSH 
POSTERS: $15 CAN - $10 US Piusi3.9SiSP 
BUY 2 POSTERS FOR $25 CAN - $15 US (3.9S j s h 

MAILED IN A DURABLE TUBEI 


Only 500 Sth Anniversary Posters 
made. Signed and numbered by 
Rue Morgue's Gary Pullin, 
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Send clieque or international money order to: MARRS MEDIA INC. 700 Queen Street East Toronto ON M4M 1G9. 
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atWWW.RUE-M0RGUE.COM. Click on Store. 
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by Chris Alexander 
Illustration hv Chris Roberts 


Y ou may not know his name, but you know his 
work: a suburban husband mourns the loss of 
both his family and humanity as armies of drooling, 
bloodthirsty vampires hiss and claw at his door; a hyper-tense business 
executive’s fear of flying goes into the red when he spies a toothy demon 
dismantling the left wing of his plane; an elderly spinster receives heavy 
breathing phone calls from beyond the grave. Then there’s the soul of a 
dead man who must venture into hell to save his suicidal wife; a haunt- 
ed house oozes evil and drives its visitors to madness, debauchery, death 
and worse; a working class father suddenly finds himself thrust into a 
nightmare world of psychic phenomena, murder and spectral revenge. 
These are just a handful of the literary nightmares spilled from the pen 
■ of legendary writer Richard Matheson, one of the founding fathers of the 
contemporary dark fantasy genre. 

For over half a century, Matheson has been pumping out increasingly 
metaphysical, romantic and slightly paranoid tales of the average Amer- 
ican trying to cope with a newly twisted world without order. Matheson’s 
1954 novella I Am Lege/Jd single-handedly redefined the vampire sub- 
. genre with its reluctant anti-hero facing off against a worid ravaged by a 
parasitic plague. His efforts on Rod Serling’s timeless and groundbreak- 
ing cult TV series The Twilight Zone, gave birth to such classic episodes 
as the Bill Shatner shocker Nightmare At 20,000 Feet, the Gladys Coop- 
er vehicle Night Cali and the sci-fi-laced Steel. His extensive work with 
director Roger Corman and actor Vincent Price helped produce four of the 


finest and most influential Gothic chillers of the era 
(House of Usher Pit and the Pendulum. Tales of Terror 
and The Raven). 

The list goes on: Matheson’s bone-chilling 1 971 novel Hell House was 
self-adapted into the equally unsettling 1973 film The Legend of Hell 
House. Linking up with TV terror guru Dan Curtis (Dark Shadowd), Mathe- 
son adapted Jeff Rice’s unpublished story The Night Stalker tor the small 
screen and continued serving Curtis on the Night Strangler. Dracula and 
the Karen Black creeper Trilogy of Terror. Outside of the dark fantasy 
genre he wrote four Westerns, a treatise on spirituality and the tragic, time- 
traveling love story Bid Time Return (adapted as the film Somewhere In 
Time). Most recently, Matheson unleashed the ferocious survivalist thriller 
Hunted Past Reason (2002, Tor), a grueling horror adventure that makes 
Deliverance seem like a stroll in the woods. At the somewhat ripe old age 
of 77, the man is unstoppable and continues to redefine the boundaries of 
the contemporary horror story. 

Born in 1926 in Allendale New Jersey, Richard Burton Matheson felt an • 
almost immediate affinity for stories of the bizarre, fantastic and horrific. In 
1950 he published his first short story, Born of Man and Womar} in the 
Magazine of Science Fiction and Fantasy and in 1956 sold his'fourth novel 
The Shrinking Man to Hollywood under the condition that he' himself ' 
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should adapt it. The film, retitled The Incred- And being forced to adjust 
I'ble Shrinking Man, was a hit and jump- Right. And usually managing to do it. 
started Matheson’s long, checkered history 

with the silver screen. This more or iess ieads me to my next ques- 

■ Today, there appears to be a kind of tion: your well publicized and intensely per- 
renaissance in the works. The long-in-devel- sonal spiritual views. Robert Neville in I Am 
bpment big-budget adaptation of / Am Leg- Legend, obviously, as you say is essentially 

. end is a go. as is Keenan Ivory Wayans’ slap- an extension of you? 
stick take on The Shrinking Man. Tor books When I was writing all those early books I 
has re-released many of Matheson’s master- was removed from any sort of metaphysical 
works as have the good folks at Gauntlet approach to writing. 

Press; as of this writing Gauntlet has 

released the definitive Night Staiker/SWan- But as your writing progresses, your protag- 
gler screenplay collection and Moonstone onists - who again are extensions of you - 

Publishing has unveiled a new line of do change. One can almost see Robert 

Kolchak comic books {see sidebar pg. 1 7). Neville in these characters, see him evolving, 
Rue Morgue was fortunate to speak to the culminating in your most recent novel Hunt- 
ultra-inteliigent, super-sharp scribe this ed Past Reason; where existentialism and 

summer and in a frank conver- spirituality are in the fore- 

sation, uncovered a writer both front Do you adhere to any 

humble and somewhat jaded, specific religion? 

passionate yet mildly bitter as a No. I view them as what has 

result of Hollywood’s inherent iJH been called “Churchianity”. 

ageism. — I’ni not involved in orga- 

nized religion atall. I believe 

I Am Legend. Stir of Echoes. ^ in something out there that 

Shrinking Man. Kolchak - much ^ ^ started the whole thing out. 

of your work deals with the ^ Now, if some beautiful little 

lives of the common man, the ^ girl gets hit by a truck, peo- 

“regular Joes” who at some ^ ^ pie ask, “well, how could 

point have their lives turned God allow such a thing?” I 

inside out as they encounter don’t believe in any of that. 

the unbelievable; they're forced 1 believe that whatever 

to adjust to these new conditions and sur- force started the machinery fell back and left 
Vive, to sink or swim. In turn, ffiey go through it to us. And any thing that goes wrong is our 
a sort of spiritual journey. Is this something fault; man is screwed up, not God or whatev- 


you write intentionally? 

No. not really. Most of the characters are 
either deliberately or inadvertently me, I just 


er. My personal beliefs come from many, 
many years of reading and thinking. In par- 
ticular, reading this book by Harold W. Perci- 


try to imagine how I would react to tiiese sit- val called Thinking and Destiny, which is to 
uations. As you say, a regular guy who’s con- me, THE book on metaphysics, 
fronted by the unknown, the frightening - 

that’s my theme. The individual confronted Back to your fiction. When you use horror or 
by the strange and arcane. terror in your work, you use it primarily as 

metaphor to explain ‘‘the human condition”. 


Richard 

'tr^TT^hesoiVs 

HIOHIjIGHTS 


1953 Little Girl Lost (short story) adapted for 
The Twilight Zone TV series 

1954 I Am Legend (novel) basis for the films The 
Last Man On Earth and The Omega Man 

1954 Being (short story) basis for It's Alive! film 

1955 The Funeral (short story) adapted for 
Night Gallery TV series 

1956 The Shrinking Man (novel) basis for 
The Incredible 

Shrinking Man film 
A Stir of Echoes 
(novel) basis for Stir of 
Echoes film 

1959 Big Surprise 
(short story) adapted for 
Night Gallery TV series 

1960 The Fall of the 
House of Usher (screenplay) 

1960 Thriller (TV series) 

1961 Nighnnare at 20,000 Feet (short story) adapt- 
ed for The Twilight Zone TV series 

1961 The Invaders (short story) adapted for The 
Tvilight Zone TV series 

1961 The Pit and the Pendulum (screenplay) 

1962 Edgar Allan Poe’s Tales of Terror (screenplay) 

1962 Burn. Witch. Bum! (screenplay) 

1963 The Raven (screenplay) 

1964 The Comedy of Terrors (screenplay) 

1965 Fanatic a.k.a. Die! Die! My Darling! 
(screenplay) 

1968 The Devil Rides Out (screenplay) 

1969 De Sade (screenplay) 

1970 The Night Gallery (TV series, episodes Big 
Surprise and Funeral) 

1971 Duel (short story) 
basis for Duel TV movie 
1971 Hell House (novel) 
basis for The Legend of 
Hell House film 
1971 The Night Stalker 
(teleplay) 

1973 The Night Strangler (teleplay) 

1973 Dracula (teleplay) 

1974 Scream of the ffb//'(Curtis-Matheson) 

1975 Trilogy of Terror (teleplay) 

1977 Dead of Night (screenplay) 

1980 The Martian Chronicles (teleplay) 

1985 Button, Button (teleplay) for The Twilight 
Zone (TV series) 

2002 Hunted Past Reason (novel) 

Jen Vuckovic and Chris Alexander 




I AjVI not 
LEGEND 



Starring Charlton Heston, Anthony Zerbe j 

and Rosalind Cash 
Directed by Boris Sagal 

Written by Richard Matheson, John William Corrington 

and Joyce H. Corrington 

Warner Brothers Home Entertainment 

Say what you will about the questionable changes to 
Matheson’s novel I Am Legend in Sidney Salkow’s The 
Last Man On Earth because Last Man is almost faithful 
when put up against Boris Sagal’s 1 971 Chucky Heston 
vehicle The Omega Man. Taking the taie of one man’s 
struggle to keep his sanity while armies of vampires 
run rampant across the planet, Sagal’s controversial 
(and very dated) sci-fi/action nightmare scraps the 
undead angle entirely, replacing it instead with a “sect" 
of creepy mutated albino monks. 

Led by Anthony Zerbe (last seen in The Matrix 
Reloaded), the barely living plague victims don't hunger 
for anti hero Robert Neville’s blood, but rather detest 
what he represents - technology, progress, the “mod- 
ern man” - and dearly wish to tear him limb from con- 
temptible limb. By day he combs the deserted streets, 
machine gun in tow, searching for the place where “the 
Family" are holed up. By night they come a callin’, with 
fire, curses and hammy dialogue exchanges. 

Okay, so it mercilessly trashes its source material, 
that much is obvious; but Heston’s patented all-Ameri- 
can macho man non-acting is effectiveiy pumped up 
into overload, the pseudo funk score is cheesily bril- 
liant, and Sagal’s taut direction really kicks it in the 
combat sequences. Once Neville finds a ragtag crew of 
survivors (including a then controversial interracial love 
interest) the movie kind of loses it, with Heston becom- 
ing an almost messianic figure, the kind of guy that ole 
man Moses excels at. The final reel is action dynamite 
however, and all in all, Matheson-slapping vibe aside, 
Omega Man is a killer example of the kind of high 
octane sci-fi/thriller that could have only come out of 
the seventies. At least Warner was kind enough to 
remove the I Am Legend reference from the opening 
credits. 

This newly reissued and handsome DVD comes 
equipped with a sharp anamorphic widescreen trans- 
fer, a scratchy looking documentary and the original 
trailer. It makes for a fascinating triple bill with both the 
novel and Salkow’s eerie adaptation. 

Ben Cortman 
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My work stems from that.” - Matheson 



Rod Seriing hosts The Night Gallery. 


Essentially, you write morality plays. What Is it 
about dark fantasy Uiat appeals to you? Are 
you more comfortable spinning these stories 
under the cloak of the supernatural? 

I don't know. I suppose since 1 was a child, I've 
been fascinated by stories of fantasy and 
specifically fairy tales. Some people don’t 
realize this but most fairy tales are very dark, 
especially the Grimm Brothers. My Lord! - 

In Cinderella the stepsisters actually hack off 
their own toes to squeeze into the glass slip- 
per! 

Exactly. When my friend Charles Beaumont 
wrote The Wonderful World of the Brothers 
Grimm, he had to read every one of the Grimm 
stories and was shocked. He had no idea how 
dark they were. It’s just as well. Fairy Tales 
should be dark; in my opinion, they are moral- 
ity tales for children. Stories of good and evil. 
My work stems from that. 

Richard, I have to askaboutJhe Twilight Zone. 
Let’s go back to 1959. That's when you got 
involved in the series, wasn’t it? 

Yes, i think so. And I kept with the show well 
into the 1960s. 

And now, there's the New Twilight Zone. 

Oh, 1 haven't even watched it. The host [For- 
rest Whitaker] is a good actor but he’s not the 
appropriate person for a show like that. 

He's no tong, lean, chain-smoking Seriing, 
that’s for sure. Speaking of, how did you hook 
up with Seriing and company? 

Well, Beaumont and I were invited by Rod to a 
screening of the pilot - in fact, many fantasy 
autfiors of the time were invited. Like Gene 
Roddenberry, Seriing hoped to use every 
working sci-fi/terror writer. It didn’t quite work 
out, because most of them couldn’t adapt to 
the style of the show, the structure. 


The strOcture being the "twist in the tale"? 
Yes. See, you started with an opening that 
really caught the viewer’s interest, then Rod 
would come in and say a few words. And then 
you had Act One ending on a cliffhanger, then 
Act Two topped by what you hoped would be 
a real twist and then Rod would come in again 
- his voice anyway. 

What kind of guy was Rod Seriing? 

Rod was very kind, very warm and generous. 
And being a writer by trade, he was also very 
concerned with quality; he always made sure 
my work was never tampered with. My scripts 
were always shot word for word. 

/ was raised on late night Zone reruns. Your 
story Night Call still kills me. 

It’s funny, I meet these young people who 
know nothing about my other work, telling me 
that they were traumatized as children when 
Bill Shatner rips open that curtain to see that 
creature in the window! [Nightmare at 20,000 
Feet] 

Doesn't that make you feel good? The fact 
that jolts like that contibuted to so many 
sleepless nights for so many people? 

No. I mean, it’s a logistic gimmick, especially 
with Nightmare at 20,000 Feet. It goes back to 
that picture with Robert Montgomery, Night 
Must Fall, putting in a startling “sudden” 
appearance: Spielberg did it in Jaws with that 
body in tiie hull of the boat, and die unexpect- 
ed appearance of the shark to Roy Scheider. It 
always works when you do it right. 

You also contributed a few stories to Serling’s 
Night Gallery as well. As dark fantasy enter- 
tainment, how did you find it compared to The 
Twilight Zone? 

There really was no comparison. Rod had no 
authority or control on that show and I know 
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s classic 


Gary Butler 


Gentile 


This year Moonstone Books resurrects Richard Matheson’ 
si>ook-hunting journalist - comic book style. 


W hen the made-for-TV movie The Night 
Stalker premiered in 1972, screen- 
• " writer FBchard Matheson little suspected that he 
* would have a hand in establishing a cult charac- 
ter so popular that it would be directly responsi- 
■-» ble for the creation of Fox “X-Files" Mulder. Last 
■ year, on the thirtieth anniversary of Carl 
Kolchak’s screen debut, Moonsbne Books 
released an authorized comic book version of 
the movie, in an ironic turn of events, the comic 
• was adapted by Jeff Rice, auttior of The Kolchak 
^ Papers - the original novel upon which The 
; Night Stalkerms based. ^ 

Kolchak’s resurgence doesn’t end there - in 
• ' fact, the ragtag ’n’ raving newspaper reporter is 
still fillip unsubstantiated reports of creatures 
bewitching, bewildering and bothersome. Since 
the Night Stalker adaptation, Moonstone has 
released four brand new 48-page one-shot 
Kolchak comics, written by various experts on 
the subject. Mark Dawidziak {Lambs to the 
" Slaughter- cover pictured right) is the author of 
' both The Kolchak Companion and the only post- 
' TV Kolchak novel, Grave Secrets. Stephan 
■ Petrucha {Devil in the Devils) wrote Topps' sadly 
■ overlooked X-Files comic, which featured ail- 
• original stories. Stuart M. Kaminsky {Fever Pitcif) 
is the prolific horror/mystery author best known 
as the screenwriter of Once Upon a Time in 
, America. 


The JIAN WHO STILL 
KNOWS TOO MUCH. - 


Then there’s Moonstone publisher 
Joe Gentile, who’s not just the presi- 
dent - he’s also a writer. Geflile con- 
tributed Get of Belial and po-wrote 
Lambs to the Slaughter with Oawidzi- 
ak. A long-time Kolchak fan. 
pursued the licensing rights to the 
character after deciding to expand his imprint’s 
roster. Other newly-licensed Moonstone charac- 
ters include The Phantom and Mr. Moto. 

“I was simply thinking of genres that were not 
as well represented in comics as othere, and ! 
thought of horror,” Gentile told Rue Morgue. 

Plans for Kolchak in the immediate future 
include the November launch of Kolchak, Adven- 
tures of the Night Stalker, a standard 32-page 
comic that will ship five times a year. Additional 
48-page one-shots by various writer/artist 
teams are also in tiie works. 

But here’s a tip that Kolchak himself would 
appreciate, given that breaking stories is his 
bread and butter: “down the road a piece,” 
according to Gentile, Moonstone will release Eve 
of Terror - a comic adaptation of an unfilmed 
episode from the TV series. 

As if that’s not erough, Gentile also says that 
there may be a sequel to the original Night 
Stalker movie in the'works. As Kolchaks editor 
might say, we’ll believe It when we see it; and as 
Fox Mulden would put it: we want to believe! 
More inforrhation atH 
www.moonstonebooks.com. ^ 


Upcoming: : 

’The Vampires & ^ 

Vampire Hunters of 

Uicharrt Matheson 

In a recent interview with Rue 
Morgue {RMUZA), writer Steve Niles argued 
that transferring a story tom one artistic medi- 
um to another Is best accomplished when the 
adai^er’s ego-is impaled with a sharpened 
scrap of dovy'eling. The point Is that the 
adapter's obligation is to the origma! creator, 
not to the self. "Z ■ Z ■ ‘ J 

True to his opinion, Niles dutifully subsumed 
his ego while adapting Richard Matiieson’s 
classic novella about fte last man, on earth.'* 
Originaily published as a four-part miniseries 
in 1991, Niles’ little-known comic version of / 
Am Legend will be available in an anthoiogizsl 
format this November from !DW Publishing. > , 
/ Am Legend is certainly one of the most 
text-heavy comics we have ever read. From 
the immortal opening sentence to the mytt^ 
making final line, it’s all here; it's sheer Math -4 
eson, cover to cover. The end result; roughly 
25D*comic pages capturing 
roughly 150 pages of 
source text. ,iNow that's 
attention to detail. 

Also upcoming in October 
is Richard Matheson 's 
Kolchak Scripts from 
Gauntlet Press, first-time 
published scripts for The 
Night Stalker, and The Night 
Strangler {two Movies of the Week in 1972 and 
1973, respecfiveiy, which led to the Kolcb^ 
series 1974-1975), plus The Night Killers (an 
unproduced script whose rights are still ■ 
retained by flan Curtis, and may one day 
become a feature film). 

The book is edited by acclaimed Kolchak 
chronicler Mark Dawidziak and includes inter- 
views witii Matheson, William Nolan (who co- 
wrote The Ni^t Killerd), Dan Curtis and Jeff 
Rice (creator of toe l^lchak cfrararter), along 
with- never-faefore-seen photos tom produc- 
tion, This one's limited to a signed edition of 
552 copies (numbered and lettered), so get on 
over to www. 9 auntietpress.com and put in an 
early bid. 

Gary Butler and Emma Anderson 





he wasn’t very happy with the situation. It was a 
rather formless show, there were all kinds of 
pieces at all different lengths. I didn't like it. The 
atmosphere was blown because they shot it in 
colour, which ruined everything. 

One thing that I've noticed about your lone con- 
tributions, and indeed it’s something that is 
basically true of all your work, is that your sto- 
ries aren't tied to time, they age remarkably 
well, they aren 't dated in any way. 

Actually my story Steel, which was made into 
The Twilight Zone episode with Lee Marvin, took 
place in a future world - 1976! This was and 
always is, a mistake. Same with I Am Legend, it 
takes place in the seventies. Subsequently, 
when I did stories of time travel, they'd always 
be about going back in time, not ahead. 

Well, you burned yourself a bit there, but in Ute 
caseoflAm Legend, that novel plays out just as 
well now. Even the overt sexuality with the 
female vampires hiking up their skirts to taunt 
hie desperate Neville, pretty bold for 1954, no? 
Many critics have said that “I was ahead of my 
time.” I'm not sure I’m particularly happy with 
that phrase. 

What was the first book you read that left a 
heavy impression on you? 

When I was a child, there was a Modern Library 
book called Tales of Terror, an anthology with 
stories by all kinds of writers like Poe and 
Ambrose Bierce. And then, when I was in the 
army in basic training, I read Dracula. I would 
sneak out at night and read it in the latrine when 
I should have been sleeping! 

Which eventually gave birth to the concepts of\ 
Am Legend, with its hordes of hungry living 
dead. 

I had actually just seen the original 1931 film 
with Bela Lugosi and I thought, if one vampire 
was scary, how terrifying would a whole world 
full of vampires be? 




What about films then? Have you seen any 
genre films that really blew your mind as of late ? 
Not really. 1 think most newer films are terrible. 
Everything in Hollywood is comic book - they're 
obsessed with violent comic books. When 
Richard Donner did Superman, he did a great 
job, that’s the way they should be done. Spider- 
Man was pretty good until those scenes where 
he’s fighting that horrible thing played by Willem 
Defoe. 

But again it comes down to the human element 
The best comic book adaptations are ones 
which accentuate the conflict of character. 

It’s the editing that gets me as well. I mean, 
even television commercials with their 
flash cutting - image after image. 

I think, my god what would D.W. 

Griffith think of these rapid 
cuts? It’s as if they don’t 
want the audience to even 
register a thought. They 
inundate our eyeballs with 
senseless action. 


I want to talk about adap- 
tations, not only of your 
own work, but of others as 
well. Your "expansions" of 
the Poe stories for Roger Gor- 
man come to-mind. 

Well, I mean it was ridiculous 
even connect those movies to Edgar 
Allan Poe. You had a guy lying on a table and 
that was the story [Pit and the Pendulum]-, and 
you only had a poem about a raven. 

The Raven aside, the rest of the adaptations at 
least captured the essence of Poe's writing; the 
dread and Gothic decay. 

Sure. Most of the time I had a suspense story I’d 
written and then just super-imposed Poe into it, 
With Tales of Terror I had actual stories to work 
with. For The Black Caf segment I actually com- 
bined the story of The Black Cat with another 


What about the Sidney Salkow version of I Am 
Legend, The Last Man on Earth? There were 
major changes, even pointless ones like chang- 
ing Neville's name to Morgan. 

They weren’t done by me. I wrote a script for 
Hammerfllms that followed my book very close- 
ly, and then it was taken over by an American 
producer - he hired someone to make these 
rewrites. I called the Writers Guild and told them 
to take my name off it. But then, of course, I 
wouldn’t get any residuals! It was then that I 
created my pen name. I don’t think there’s any 
need to change my stories or my scripts. If I 
write it, that’s the way it should be. I stand by 
that. 

What about the second version, Boris Sagal's 
vampire-free Omega Man ? 

1 don’t even consider that as anything to do with 
my book. Last Man on Earth is closer to my 
story, but it wasn’t very well done. The major 
issue I had with Last Man on Earth was 
the casting. Vincent Price is a fine 
actor, but not for this picture. 

He’s certainly not the 
"everyday Joe" that we 
spoke about earlier. 

Oh no, not at all. He’s 
too dramatic and 
^ grand. 

Now, what about the 
Kolchak scripts? I was 
under the impression 
that Dan Curtis consid- 
ered diem to be lost Now 
Gauntlet is releasing them 
this August What’s the story 
there? 

I don’t know, really. 1 think it was Bill 
Nolan, he collects everytiiing. I’m sure he had 
them somewhere. The collection consists of 
Night Stalker, Night Strangler and a third script 
- Night Killers - that I wrote with Bill that was 
never shot. 

Why not? 

Well for a few reasons. For one, Kolchak was 
about to go into a series format. The other was I 
think, Darren McGavin felt the Night Strangler 
itself was a rehash of the first and our third 




Poe tale, The Cask of Amontillado. House of 
Usherms also fairly faithful to its source. 


For your own work that you self-adapted, how 
would you alter them to suit the needs of film? 
How much did Hollywood make you dumb stuff 
down? 

1 don't really think that ever happened, the 
dumbing down. Even from The Shrinking Man 
onward, they pretty much shot what I wrote. 
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During the 1950s and 60s, a single literary West Coast writer’s group came 
to dominate the horror, fantasy and sci-fi worlds; a brotherhood that would also 
sjiawn some of the most legendary television shows and movies of all time... 


THE STORY OE THE SOUTHERN CAEIFORNIA SORCERERS 

l)v Brad Abraham 


A California classic: Charles Beaumont’s 

The Howling Man. 


I n 1946, a 26-year-old writer met an ener- 
getic seventeen-year-old in an LA bookstore. 
The young fan was clearly in awe of the elder, 
as his stories had been published in Strange 
Tales and he w^ preparing for the release of his 
first story collection. The fan was an aspiring 
writer seeking advice, which the older offered, 
and a friendship was born. 

The writer was Ray Bradbury; the fan; Charles 
Beaumont. Neither knew they had fostered the 
bird! of what would become the most influential 
association of writers to shape horror, fantasy 
and speculative fiction through the 1950s and 
much of the 1960s. Sometimes referred to as 
“The Group” and “The Green Hand”, they 
became best known as "The Southern California 
Sorcerers.” 

As Bradbury and Beaumont found their friend- 
ship blossoming, it wasn’t long before Beau- 


mont was introduced to a 
young Richard Matheson. The 
two hit it off immediately, with 
Matheson acting as a fine sen- 
sible counterpart to the ener- 
getic and impulsive Beaumont. 
Before long, their numbers 
grew; William F. Nolan {Trilogy 
of Terrof) followed; an accom- 
plished writer in his own right. 
The quiet, reserved Robert 
Bloch frequented the group, 
earning literary and film 
immortality as the auttior of 
Psycho - kick-starting the 
wave of knife-wielding mani- 
acs that haunt horror film to 
this day. 

The youngest of the group, 
George Clayton Johnson, bene- 
fited from having such luminar- 
ies as Matheson, Beaumont 
and Bradbury to teach him Uie finer points of the 
art; he sold a film treatment that would become 
known as Ocean's Eleven and would go on to 
pen the macabre The Man Trap episode of Star 
Trek. A young Harlan Ellison (A Boy and His Do^ 
met with Beaumont shortly after his arrival in LA 
and was advised by the group that achieving 
success in Hollywood was akin to climbing a 
mountain of manure to pluck a solitary rose from 
the summit, only to discover you’ve lost your 
sense of smell. 

Yet it would be the film world that would bring 
the Sorcerers their greatest notoriety. Beau- 
mont, the unofficial ringleader of the group, 
authored screenplays for the Corman movies 
Masque of the Red Death and The Premature 
Burial. Matheson, of course, would write The Pit 
and the Pendulum for Corman, and Johnson and 
Nolan acted in the film adaptation of Beaumont’s 
The Intruder, with Beaumont himself playing an 
onscreen role. 

The final element to f^l into place and boost 


the Sorcerers to immortality was an acclaimed 
writer from Binghamton, New York; more of an 
outeider owing to his extensive background pri- 
marily in television. That outsider was Rod Ser- 
ling, who marshaled their talents to craft stories 
for his now legendary Twilight Zone television 
series. While Serling’s vision, the Sorcerers 
were, in fact, responsible for some of the most 
famous Twilight Zone tales. Beaumont 
unleashed the macabre Perchance to Dream, 
The Howling Man, and The Jungle. Matheson 
penned Nightmare at 20,000 Feet (surely the 
most famous of all the 77 teles) and Spur of the 
Moment, among otiiers, while Johnson brought 
Nothing in the Dark and Kick the Can to life - 
and all became classics. 

Alas, as they say, nothing lasts forever. 
Tragedy struck the group in 1963 when Beau- 
mont began to display the early symptoms of 
Alzheimer’s Disease. The Sorcerers rallied; 
some ghostwrote his TV and film assignments, 
assuring his wife and children wouldn’t go hun- 
gry as the disease ravaged him, Beaumont’s 
decline and subsequent deaWi in 1 967 marked 
the beginning of the end. 

While some would collaborate in later years, 
the most notable production being Nolan and 
Johnson’s Logan’s Run, the Sorcerers soon rec- 
ognized that an era had come to pass. What’s 
left behind is their legacy, and that’s no small 
change. With Twilight Zone in perpetual rerun, 
DVD reissues of the Corman films, and their still 
breathtaking literature in cir- 
cuiation, it can be said that 
while the California Sor- 
cerers no longer 
exist, their literary 
spells continue 
to enthrall us. 





it and the 




Do you see that as the key to your longevity as 
a writer? The fact that your audience adapts to 
you as opposed to you pandering to them? 

No, I don't think so. If you get an audience, that’s 
great but when it comes down to it, the key to 
your longevity is that you simply remain honest. 

Do you ever consider the huge impact you have 
made on North American popular entertain- 
ment? 

I consider myself lucky to be able to do the 
things I love and support my family while doing 
them. I hope I did some good stuff, I don’t know, 
1 wrote a book called What Dreams May Come, 
a novel that meant a lot of things to a lot of peo- 
ple. It touched a lot of people and I did get sev- 
eral letters from them saying as much. That felt 
really good. 


script. I think, he thought it was again, simply a 
retread. 

And yet, he did sign on to do die whole series! 
[laughs] Yeah. Maybe he was offered more 
money! 

Dan Curtis was another guy who, like Serling, 
pretty much changed the face of tele-terror. How 
many pictures did you work with him on? 

I did Kolchak, Scream of the Wolf, Dracula, Trilo- 
gy of Terror, many others. I like Dan a lot. He’s a 
very talented man, but also very volatile. 

How did you view him as an artist, as a director? 
Oh, excellent, really, really good. I mean, he did 
those huge, sprawling television miniseries The 
Winds of War and l^ar and Remembrance. He 
was immensely talented and very good with 
story. 

/ want to return again to Hunted Past Reason, 
your most recent offering. It’s a brutal novel, 
tough as nails. There were scenes, such as the 
‘‘tree trunk sodomy sequence,” that made me 
wince. If, as you mentioned earlier, the protago- 
nist, in this case a successful writer for film and 
television, is you then who the hell is the villain 
patterned after? I mean he's an open sore of a 
psycho. 

I go to an astrologer and what I did was I gave 
her the elements of what I wanted in a villain 
and I said “create me a character,” and she did. 
You know, the original title of the book was in 
fact To Live. The publisher, Tor books, changed 
the title to Hunted Past Reason, which is a quote 
from King Lear. I’ve never had a title changed on 
me, ever, and that title has nottiing to do with my 
story. 

What about the brutality in the novel? Did you 
ever feel the need to pull back a bit? 

That one scene you mentioned was so graphic, 
I’m actually sorry I left it in. I wrote a speculative 
script from the novel, which hasn’t been sold 
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yet, and I took that scene out. I thought it 
stopped the story dead in its tracks. 

Well, it doesn 't stop the novel dead in its tracks, 
but it is jarringly nasty. 

Yeah, it's pretty rough. When I get a concept, as 
in Hell House, and I want to convey evil. I’m not 
just going to show the characters cheating at 
Monopoly, I’m going to go all the way. The 
antagonist in Hunted Past Reason was 
deranged, so I carried it all the way through. If 
the premise is such, I have to be honest with the 
premise. 

Speaking of HeW House, what are your thoughts 
on John Hough’s version of the story, the 1973 
film Legend of Hell House? 

I didn’t care for it at first, but yeah, as time has 


Great book, terrible him. 

I’m not happy with the film at all. The changes 
were ludicrous. The producers made the two 
children die before ttie husband died and then 
the wife killed herself. It became this wholesale 
death, like something out of SCTV. 

SCTV.' Thanks for the Canadian content refer- 
ence! 

[laughs] Oh I love that program! It was wonder- 
ful! 

So Richard, what can you tell me about these I 
Am Legend ar?tf Shrinking Man remakes? 

I don’t know, nobody tells me anything. I mean I 
only wrote the books! As far as Shrinking Man 
goes, I’ve heard that Eddie Murphy's in it. I don’t 
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actually sorrv I left it in.” 

- Richard Matheson on Hunted Past Reason. 


gone by. I’ve com to appreciate it a little more. 

What about the heavily altered climax? 

1 actually wrote the climax like that. It made 
more sense that the guy who haunted the 
house, Belasco, would be as he was. I really 
think it makes more sense than my original end- 
ing. 

At this point in your life, Richard, you are legend. 
I assume, title changes aside, you can basically 
write whatever you want, whenever you want to 
write it, but do you consciously find yourself 
writing for "your audience?” 

I honestly don’t know who my audience is, real- 
ly. But I do know that they’re very patient with 
me, seeing as how I jump genres so often. The 
ones 1 have, and I don’t know how many there 
are, are devoted to me. 


mind the novel being turned into a comedy as 
long as it’s a good comedy! And / Am Legend, 
that’s been tossed around so often I can’t keep 
track anymore. 




I know you’re currently working on 
an adaptation of your story 
Now You See it into a stage 
play, but what’s next? Are ^ 

there any stories left for . ?*****^ 

you to tell? \ 

Well, 1 may write another 
book, I don’t know. I used 
to say ttiat 1 had enough ideas for • 
three lifetimes but I’m losing inter- 
est. I’ve pretty much already lost 
interest in prose and now I’m trying to concen- 
trate exclusively on theatre. We’ll see where it 
goes. 
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The King is alire and living in an East Texas rest home, requiring the use of a walirer, a Iiedpan and 
nursing a cancerous growth on his peeler. But you can’t leep a legend down. 

Genre veterans BIUCE BKMPBEll and 9QN BOSCIkKElU team up with horror icon IftNSDAU 
for BUBBA NB-r£^, the first and last word in “Elvis versus Egyptian Mummy” flicls. 


BY BRAD ABRAHAM 

T l oronto’s landmark Uptown Cinema is packed to rafters with an audi- 
ence nine hundred strong. The building rumbles with cheers and 
applause as Bruce {EvilDea(ti Campbell and Don (Phantasm) Coscarel- 
li take to the stage. The “Campbell Effect" is in full swing and the crowd 
is pumped. The inevitable questions are asked: “Are there any boobs in 
this movie?” Campbell’s dry response: “Only you, sir.” 

The lights are dimmed and what follows is perhaps the finest screening this jour- 
nalist has witnessed in four years of covering the Toronto International Film Festival. 
Calling Bubba Ho-Tep a masterpiece isn’t a stretch - it's easily one of the funni- 
est, exciting, touching genre films in memory. 

How could it not be, what with Campbell's aged Elvis Presley and Ossie 
Davis’ President John F. Kennedy battling a soul-sucking supernatural 
menace plaguing their East Texas rest home? That’s right folks, Elvis is 
indeed alive and he is ready to kick some rotting mummy ass! ^ 

Adapted from an original and eccentric story by Joe (The Bottom^ 

Lansdale, Bubba Ho-Tep chronicles the afterlife of the King; at some 
point before his “death”, The King of Rock and Roll switched identities 
with an Elvis impersonator, then missed his chance to switch back and 
is living out the December of his years in a long-term care facility 
inhabited by an ancient Egyptian mummy that feeds off the souls of 
the elderly rest-home inhabitants. Davis (who thinks he's JFK) teams ^ 
up with Elvis to battle the geriatric soul-sucker and save their old- 
age home. Sure the premise is absurd, but somehow Coscarelli and 
Campbell manage the impossible - to navigate through the ludi- 
crousness of the plot with suspense and a genuine pathos intact. 

Not surprisingly, Bubba Ho-Tep is Don Coscarelli’s most recent 
demonstration of true independent filmmaking at its best. Com- 
pletely self-produced, the film has been one of the most antici- 
pated contributions to the genre in years, even though it com- ^ 
pletely defies the notion of genre. It is definitely not a horror film r J 

in the conventional sense, but that is precisely what makes the •/ 
movie so special. • 
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Coscarelli thought Lansdale’s story (see side- 
bar page 25) was a work of pure lunatic genius 
that absolutely had to see cinematic adaptation. 
In keeping with typical Hollywood creative bank- 
ruptcy, the studio big shots didn't “get” the story 
and refused to produce it, forcing the director to 
look to outside resources (including some of his 
own money) to make the film. Now, a year after 
its premiere, the film will finally see wide release 
through American CinemathequeA/itagraph 
Rims in select theafres across the US. Word on 
international distribution is still pending. 

“I may be a visionary... or an idiot,” Coscarelli 
noted on his decision to independently produce 
such an off-the-wall film. But it seems that his 
intuition was bang on because, lo and behold, 
Bubba Ho-Teffs premiere ended up being hot- 
ter 'n a goat’s butt in a pepper patch! 

Following the thunderous response from the 
audience at last year’s Toronto international Film 
Festival, the exhausted yet exhilarated duo sat 
down for an informal chat with Rue Moiyue. 

What’s tile one question you’ve been asked 
ad nauseum that you’d throttie the next per- 
son to throw it to you? 

Bruce Campbell; [nasal whine] Tell me about the 
movie! Tell me about Bubba! 

Don Coscarelli: How are you enjoying Toronto? 

Weil I don’t have either of those here. 

Bruce: Then we’re gonna get along great! 

So guys, I have to know: Elvis. Why? 

Bruce: Man, tiat’s a tough one. I think a guy I 
Imew in Morristown Tennessee, back when we 
were shooting the first Evil Dead, best summed 
him up. He drove Elvis around back in the day 
and his line to me was [affects a Tennessee 
drawl] “I ain’t queer or nothin’ but he had a mag- 
netism.” I was telling Don that 1 think Elvis fans 
will really like Bubba Ho-Tep because they’ll take 
Elvis in any form they can have him; old, young, 
fat, skinny, drug addicted, clean - it doesn’t mat- 
ter, They'll say “bring him on”, because they’ll 
feel sorry for him when he’s big and bloated. 

Don: He’s not only this symbol of America - he is 
America. He comes from the South; he’s not only 
white but also he’s black. He fused these differ- 
ent forms of American music. He’s sort of an 
everyman. 

Bruce: My grandmother liked his Gospel music, 
that’s what she liked - he showed his sensitive 
side. I mean, please, she liked his tight little ass! 

Don: [laughing] Nobody in recent memory has 
had that kind of power. Bruce and I have talked 
about why the ’60s Elvis became the ’70s Elvis 
with the jumpsuits? And we read these theories 
and talked about how Elvis could walk into any 


room and become the centre of atten- 
tion. It was frightening to him; thus the 
Elvis persona, making him a comic 
Superman character. 

Bruce: I love that theory, that he 
couldn’t take it seriously anymore 
and just said [adopting Elvis accent] 

“Just gimme a cape, man, whatev- 
er. 1 jus’ wanna look cool.” He 
looked like a freak but he was still 
cool at the same time with those 
stupid wide belts and bell-bot- 
toms. But do Canadians think 
he’s a jerk? Like Liberace or 
something? Do you even have 
a Canadian Elvis? 

We don’t. Maybe that’s our 
problem. I guess your Elvis 
is our Elvis. 

Bruce: Oh, you need one. 

Maybe some guy playing 
hockey who sings on the side. 

Okay, Don, when I first met 
you way back you mentioned 
you’d optioned Lansdale’s 
story. What was it about 
Bubba Ho-Tep that made you 
say, “this is a movie?’’ 

Don: That’s just what Joe said! He 

was shocked, because I’d known 

him for a while and I’d looked at a 

number of his stories and this was 

the one that I thought we could pull , 

off. We were looking at some of his 

other projects like Dead in the West. 

Bruce: We have to do one of toose, 
buddy. Get a western going. 

Don: Joe is ready to go. 

Bruce: Enough of this rest home crap! 

Rest home, funeral home: we need a 
dude ranch! 

Don: But Bubba was do-able because it 
was two characters in a couple of rooms. 

They have one big scene with the mummy, 
so it’s toe kind of thing you can do on a low 
budget. But what set it apart from a regular 
movie was that it had really cool snappy dia- 
logue that only Joe can write. 

Bruce: Joe has his own twisted way of explor- 
ing these themes of aging, outliving one’s use- 
fulness, cancerous tumors on dicks and toe 
redemption of Elvis Presley, 

It’s the quintessential Lansdale story isn’t it? 
It’s weird and messed up but at its core it’s 






"What I’m really proud of is that it truly defies 
genre; it’s not really a horror movie, a comedy, a 
drama - fjut it is all of those things." - Don cpscarein 


very human, very touching. Don, 
since you adapted it yourself, 
where’d the biggest challenge 
lie? 

Don; Well the challenge was what 
you said; to keep the human core 
to it. The problem we had was a 
lot of the conversations in the 
short story [that] were Elvis’ 
inner thoughts and third per- 
son description of his predica- 
ment. We could only show so 
much of that visually: we 
actually had a narrator - 
someone to tell Elvis’ story 
and it just never worked. 
About a month before we fin- 
ished editing a friend of mine 
watched it with this narration 
and said, “Okay, Don, dump the 
third person narration and go 
with Bruce and have him do it.” 
So Bruce came over to watch the 
film and after we finished I was 
really excited about this idea. 
Bruce said, “let’s do it right now.” 
We took the video camera out; he 
recorded the narration and popped 
it into the editing machine and it just 
laid out beautifully. That way we 
were able to keep Joe’s narration 
intact. 

Bruce: It adapted very easily; instead 
of some guy talking about Elvis, it’s 
Elvis talking about his predicament. The 
good news is that Joe really likes the 
movie, and at the end of ttie day, writers 
hate their adaptations; they’re always 
like “Aww you fucked me over! You’re 
1 never getting one of my stories again.” It 
|[ happens all the time because Hollywood 
^ gets their meat hooks into the material and 
changes it so it becomes nothing like the 
material it’s based on. This is Joe’s story! 
It’s a live action Bubba Ho-Tep - nothing 
much has changed. Hopefully now we can 
milk Joe for other stories. C’mon Joe! We did- 
n’t screw you! Give us some more! 

Don: Well we have access to the catalogue 
now. 

But when you were making the rounds with 
Bubba, Don, how did people respond? It 
couldn’t have been easy. 

Don: i took it to one unnamed studio and I was 


just shocked because It was a guy in charge of their 
genre stuff. He knew me, he knew Bruce, he knew 
Joe - their company had paid a lot of money for 
one of his other books - and I gave him Bubba and 
his response was “i don’t like Elvis. I don't like Elvis 
movies.” It just wasn’t going to be funded by a tra- 
ditional source. I went to three places and they all 
weren’t interested, so 1 knew if 1 wanted to make 
this I had to do it on my own. 

Enter Bruce Campbell. 

Bruce: It all worked from the recommendation, 
apparently, of Sam Raimi. It just came together like 
a lot of these things do - one friend to another. I 
wasn’t really nervous about it; it wasn’t one of 
those typical stories. I honestly didn’t know if the , 
cancer of the dick thing was going to work; I was 
reading it thinking, “what the flying hell’s this?” But 
going on you get past ttiat. Elvis gets past that. 

Don: Because soon enough he has even bigger 
problems! 

Bruce: It was great because it wasn’t about a guy 
with cancer of the dick! There was a satisfying, 
sweet ending to the whole thing, really. I’m a suck- 
er for that - as long as the rest of the movie isn’t 
sort of bitter and jaded; the code of the movie is an 
honorable one. 

Elvis is the most imitated guy diere is. Bruce, 
how’d you decide to approach him? 

Bruce: 98 percent of my version of Elvis is that he’s 
an old man. What would Elvis be like if you take him 
off the drugs, get rid of the hangers-on, get rid of 
the Colonel, take his credit cards and Graceland 
away, break his hip, give him dick cancer and 
shove him away in an East Texas rest home? One 
cranky son of a gun! it was a good character, not 
“Oh boy! I get to be Elvis!” 

We have to mention Ossie Davis as President 
Kennedy. 

Don: The funny thing I realized from the screening 
last night was seeing how single-minded he is 
throughout. He’s convinced he’s JFK! 

Bruce; He is utterly convinced of every word he 
says. I believed him. 

Don, you financed diis yourself? 

Don: Yeah, 1 put some of my own money into this. 
It’s the kind of thing where we either go ahead and 
do the movie or we go try and dig up more money. 
But I had faith in the story, faith in Bruce, faith in 
myself. 
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Bulslia H0~T 6P author joe R, iaflSttsIC discusses his remarirahle first 
[)Ooi(-turnei|-niovie following its hugely successful film festival performance. 


ward-winning author Joe R. Lans- 
[ dale is no stranger to these pages (see 

■ RM#13}, but this time is real cause for 
ceiebration; the first cinematic adaptation of 
his work. The fact that the him in question is 
Bubba Ho-Tep surprised Lansdaie as much 
as anyone eise. 

"i didn’t think it could be filmed, and told 
[director Don Coscareiii] so, but he insisted 
and optioned the story,” the genial author 
told Rue Mofpue. “He asked me to do a 
screenplay, but 1 couldn't see it, and passed. 
Then he did a great screenplay. I think I 
would have changed it too much. Silly me.” 

Lansdale's Bubba Ho-Tep, which tells the 
story of a geriatric Elvis Presley doing battle 
with an Egyptian mummy in a Texan rest 
- home, is admittedly a very unusual story and 
an eccentric choice to adapt into a movie. 
Lansdaie agrees, revealing that his story 
came about less as a fully formed idea and 
more as simply a title. 

“I came up with the title some time before 
I wrote the story,” he says. “There was just 
something there that made me realize I 
wanted to come up with a welding of East 
Texas and Egypt. The rest of it came later. I 
was asked to do a story for an Elvis antholo- 
gy, I had also wanted to do a story that took 
place in a rest home for some time, and then 
the title filled in the rest. At the time of the 
writing I wasn’t sure i liked it.” 

One thing Lansdaie did was write the story 
around the concerns of rest-home patrons he 
^ had encountered - issues with food, defeca- 
P tion and fornication and lack of sleep con- 

• sume the characters’ lives. ' 

“That’s why 'hiere’s so much reference to 

• bad food, sex, and bowel movements,” he 
-^says. 


Of course, putting Elvis Presley into this 
kind of story is a little risky. After all, the King 
is reduced to an impotent, incontinent rest- 
home resident who can’t even take care of 
himself. But Lansdaie still feels that though 
the Elvis in his story can’t get it up, his allure 
to the public still stands strong. 

“I think he has been made into a kind of 
god, or at least a half-god, like Hercules,” he 
says. “But instead of cleaning stables and 
fighting strange monsters, he made what 
was then unusual and amazing music, and 
he looked like a god. And then there was that 
whole wild jump suit thing he had going, the 
big sunglasses and all that hair. He looked 
like he had just slid out of another dimen- 
sion.” 

Lansdaie admits he loves tfie film and feels 
it will likely gain a reputation as the years go 
by. He thinks Coscareiii has done a fantas- 
tic job adapting his story because, after 
all, it is a very difficult story that 
makes the audience actually care 
about the characters. 

“[It’s] Don's best work, 
think, and certainly 
Bruce’s best work,” 
he says. “Ossie is 
great, as always, and Bruce was able to be 
humorous and serious at the same time, 
same as the story. I’m impressed.” 

Given that movies play a role in many of 
Lansdale’s horror stories - notably The 
Drive-In and his recent novel A Fine Dark 
Line - the author says he still enjoys watch- 
ing horror films and thinks the genre is going 
through a revival as of late. 

“There have been some fine horror movies 
in the last few years, The Sixth Sense, Signs 
and The Ring being great in my view,” he 


says. “Some, like Ghost Ship, were fun in that 
old-fashioned B-movie sense and I liked the ^ 
remakes of House on Haunted Hill and 
ThirWen Ghosts a lot. There have also been 
some stinkers, but I think the horror film is^^ 
doing pretty good right now." S 
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Bruce: Don, you’re going to get your money back 
so easily. It doesn’t have to be this huge sleeper 
hit. This thing's gonna sell to countries around 
the world, you’re gonna sell DVDs. Seriously, it’ll 
get out. I can’t predict how much money it’ll 
make, but I know it'll do well. 

Well, beyond budget and time - die challenge 
for any independent movie - anything 
uniquely chaiienging for you with diis one? 
Don: The greatest challenge was walking tills 
fine line between the tone of the movie. Are you 
going to veer off into camp? Are you going to 
make it a real scary horror movie? What I’m real- 
ly proud of is that it truly defies genre; it's not 
really a horror movie, a comedy, a drama - but it 
is all of those things. I think it works well on all 
levels. While It may not be the hardcore horror 
that those fans want, we were able to have these 
broad laughs yet still have some heart as far as 
Elvis’ predicament; his regrets and his ultimate 
redemption. 

But all those things you never know if you did 
it right or not 

Don: That’s one of the benefits of not having to 
answer to a studio because we were able to take 
an entire year to edit the thing. 

Bruce: Yeah, there was no ticking clock. 

Don: Anything that didn’t work we could take out, 
put back in, experiment a little. 

Bruce: Don, you know you cut my favourite line 
from the movie! 

Don: [laughs] What was that? 

Bruce: Elvis is sitting in bed watching old Elvis 
movies on the TV going [Elvis drawl] “Shitty 
movies man, every single one." Then there’s tills 
pause and he goes “'Cept Clambake.” [laughs], 

Don: Thanks, Bruce. 

Last night you screened Bubba for its largest 
audience yet Mow’d it go? 

Don: It was really exciting, we were pretty thrilled 
at tile response it got. 


Bruce; it was reassuring to me because we had 
a similar reaction at the premiere in Vegas only 
on a smaller scale, and it was nice to see it get 
the same reaction in the same places which is 
good - it’s a consistently playing film. 

Don: This is really critical, but from where I was 
sitting there wasn’t a single walkout. Usually in 
any screening you’ll lose five, maybe ten people, 
but not one person walked out. There were nine 
hundred people there. 

Bruce: The people who were there wanted to be 
there; they were gonna see it to the bitter end. 

Don: And it was a late screening; but we’re real- 
ly heartened that we were still getting the big 
laughs and cheers in the last act, so 1 thought; 
“we did okay!” 

Well congratulations, guys, on bringing the 
very first Joe R. Lansdale movie to die big 
screen. Think this’ll open die door for more? 
Bruce: Joe may become impossible after this 
one. pn East Texas drawl] “I’m raising my price, 
guys." 


famous? Form an indie distribution company. 
Handle the films that are one million and under, 
because there’s a niche there. Where does the 
independent film get shown? Not in the multi- 
plexes. That's what we thought when they were 
building these things, but they’ll just put the 
same movie on multiple screens. Some theatres 
- the smaller ones - are the ones who show 
these films. Hopefully, enough can hang in there 
and give indie film the exposure. 

Don; Somebody could start a company like New 
Line was in the ’80s and exploit a great market 
that is there and is not being exploited. The beau- 
ty of Bubba is that there’s no question of value, 
especially coming from Bruce, Joe and me. We 
know the movie’s going to have penetration 
there. 

Well guys, thanks for making diis movie. And 
if Elvis is watching... 

Bruce; We were just laughing that on the DVD 
extras we’ll have an interview with Elvis - we’ll 
blur or pixeltate his face - and he’ll say stuff like 
[Elvis drawl]; “They did a pretty good job here... 
but that dick cancer thing just ain’t true.” 


Don: He lives in Nacogdoches. He wants to stay Elvis would approve, I think. 

there, Don; How could Elvis not like it? He gets to fight 

a Mummy! 



Bruce: I love that he lives in Nacogdoches. He'll 
never let himself be poisoned by Hollywood! 


$0 as genre ve^, guys, what’s the 
indie film climate now? Has it 
become easier or more difficult to 
get things produced? 

Don: Technically it’s much easier 
because anybody can have access 
to the tools. We cut Bubba on an 
Apple computer using off-the-shelf 
software and it worked out just 
fine. So that part is much eas- 
ier; the problem Is that 
there's so many 
more people / , ^ 
making movies 
since the ’80s there haven’t 
been any more release slots opened up. 
The competition is horrendous. 


Bruce: Everyone has to come up with their own 
tiling; don’t try and imitate. Technology is great 
for guys who want to make films, but learn how 
to make films - don’t make your first feature just 
because you can, because it’s gonna suck! Learn 
how to direct, act, write. 


Don: Instead of encouraging more people to 
become filmmakers, we need to encourage a 
new generation of film distributors. 


Bruce: Definitely! You want to be rich and 


Bruce: A lot better than 
dying on the toilet! % 
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, another festival, 

cinematic goodies from around the world 


GUDI 0 


he summer was upon us; birds were In the air, beer flowed in 
the patio and deep within the pillared halls of Montreal’s Con- 
cordia University, guts oozed, blood ran and all sorts of 
unnamed evils rose before crowds that trembled with the glee of it 
all. It was the time of year for FanTasia, Montreal’s world renowned 
festival of the alternative and the fantastic, the macabre and the 
grotesque. 

The Rue Crew was on hand, of course, to bring the word of horror 
to attendees and to sample the dark and delectable cinematic spread 
that festival directors Pierre Corbeil, Mitch Davis and Mi-Jeong Lee 
put together for tiie mass of starving eyes. Like it has so many years 
before, FanTasia delivered with a host of goodies both large and 
small budgeted - major studio releases to fiercely independent pro- 
ductions, it was all here. The genre’s most hotly anticipated movies 
were also in abundance, among them Don Coscarelli’s Bubba Ho-Tep, 
Eli Roth’s Cabin Fever, Nick Willing’s Hypnotic and Cheng Po Shui’s 
New Blood, all of which shared screen time with laugh riot Godzilla 
flicks, Latin American vampires, Japanese gore-fests, midnight 


Santo worship, blood-stained indie shorts and choice cuts from the 
darkest cinema from around the world. 

Crowds screamed for Jean-Baptiste Andrea and Fabrice Canepa’s 
Dead End, howled at Brian Yuzna’s Beyond Re-Animator and cringed 
at Marina De Van’s disturbing In My Skin, which took the gold medal 
at the test. Victor Salva’s Jeepers Creepers 2 was also a big hit, along 
with Jorge Oiguin's Sangre Eterna, Stuart Gordon’s King of the Ants 
and the Spierig brothers’ Australian zombie-fest Undead. Otiier rare 
treats: one-off screenings of the rare documentary works of Richard 
{Hardware) Stanley, including Voice of the Moon, The Secret Glory 
and White Darkness. 

Of course, FanTasia is never only about the movies; directors, jour- 
nalists and enthusiasts mingled in an easy atmosphere free of pre- 
tension, a rarity in film festivals where the lines between the artist 
and fan can be sharply delineated. Following is our overview of some 
of the highlights from the test, with apologies to the many movies we 
couldn’t include because of limitations of space. 


Film Reviews by: Dave Alexander, Johnny Butane, Rod Gudino, Christopher Heard, Sean Plummer and Jen Vuckovic 


6EYOKD RE-AKIMATOR 

Brian Yuzna - USA 

Lions Gate Entertainment 
Never let it be said that trilogies are just an 
innocent money grab. They are, for the most 
part, exploiting the fans’ adoration of the original 
and raping them of their money with loosely 
connected, haphazard sequels. Why do we con- 
tinue to fall victim to this ruse? Because horror 
junkies’ drug of choice is fear and we are ever 
desperate to relive the titiilation felt the first time 
we saw lunatic Dr. Herbert West re-animate Dr. 
Hill’s head in a specimen pan and speak to it. 
That is the stuff of pure genre genius. Brian 
Yuzna’s Beyond Re-Animator certainly had tall 
test tubes to fill as FanTasia patrons packed 
themselves into the Concordia theatre with high 
hopes for a reagent fix that delivers the goods. 

So what was the buzz like? For the most part, 
Yuzna’s third installment in the Lovecraft- 
inspired saga of Dr. West remains true to the 
original’s tongue-in-cheek gore-a-thon vibe, 
albeit a thoroughly ridiculous one. if you can 
tuck away the absurdity of the plot and pop 
some popcorn during the romance scene (which 
made the whole theatre swell with groans), you 
will most definitely have a good trip. 

Beyond Re-Animator catches up with West 


thirteen years after Bride of Re- 
Animator atthe Arkham State 
Prison where he is impris- 
oned for his solecism. Of 
course, he manages to 
continue his experiments i 
in his cell and, with the | 
help of new prison physi- 
cian Howard Philips 
(cough), discovers what he 
is convinced is the secret to 
re-animation without the, er, 
abhorrent side effects. Well, it just 
wouldn’t be a Re-Animator movie with- 
out the angry undead miscreants so you can 
look forward to West’s serum failing and foun- 
tains of the red stuff coming at you in this one. 
Overall, incredibly stupid but mercilessly funny... 
oh and make sure you stick around after the 
credits lest you miss the much talked about rat 
vs. severed-dick kung-fu fighti 

JV 

JEEPERS CREEPERS 2 

Victor Salva - USA 

United Artists/MGM 

Victor Salva’s Jeepers Creepers 2 was one of 
the more anticipated horror films at FanTasia. 



selling point: The Creeper, 
a good, scary, enigmatic 
horror movie monster, but 
as is the case with any 
sequel, part of the thrill 
is diminished because 
we already know what 
this thing is and what it 
does. So the task at 
hand for Salva was to 
make the story compelling 
enough that it overcomes the 
fact that none of the creature 
stuff will be all that fresh. Unfortu- 
nately, the director didn’t pull it off, but the 
Creeper (with Jonathan Breck in a convincing 
reprise role of pure demonic evil) still came off 
as a powerful enough entity that, like the Crea- 
ture from the Black Lagoon, was able to over- 
come the limitations in the story. 

Jeepers Creepers 2 functions more as a teen 
horror flick of old; a bus load of varsity basket- 
ball players (and cheerleaders of course) are 
sfranded on East Nine Highway when their bus 
breaks down. Tragically for them, this happens 
to occur on the 23rd and final day of the Creep- 
er's feeding cycle. And as night inevitably 
comes, so does the blood. 
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There is a lot of standard group-in-peril horror 
movie stuff dealing with the pack having to 
overcome racial and class prejudice to put up a 
strong front against a common enemy, but tiiis 
stuff is so obvious and cheese ball that it pro- 
vides more of a speed bump in the velocity of 
action rather than story and character develop- 
ment. To Salva’s credit, he has upped the ante 
on the action, horror and gore in this sequel, 
which means there’s still plenty of mileage left 
on the ol’ Creeper. 

GH 

DEAD END 

Jean-Baptiste Andrea and 

Fabrice Canepa - France 

Sagittaire Films 

I knew there was a reason why I decided to 
take a road trip to FantAsia in Montreal with the 
Rue Crew instead of joining my wife and her 
family on their jaunt down to Pennsylvania to 
visit even more family. It’s because, as Dead End 
illustrates, family trips are destined to end in 
tragedy! 

Dead End, by far the audience favourite at the 
festival, is a tightly constructed horror film which 
uses its low budget and claustrophobic settings, 
to great advantage. Ray Wise made his horror 
bones playing Leland Palmer, the murderous 
father of Laura in David Lynch’s Twin Peaks TV 
series and movie. Here he plays another uptight 
dad, Frank Harrington. Frank is driving his wife 
Laura (Lin Shaye), their psychiatrist daughter 
Marion (Alexandra Holden), bratty teen son 
Richard (Mick Cain) and Marion’s boyfriend Brad 
(Billy Asher) to their annua! Christmas Eve dinner 
at his mother-in-law's. But Frank, for the first 
time, decides to break with tradition by leaving 
the interstate and taking the scenic route. 

Frank's “shortcut” through a forest backroad 
leads the family, already tense from sleepy 
Frank’s near crash with another car, into a Car- 
nival of Sou/s-like dreamland where the road 
never ends and horrors lurk at every juncture. To 
make matters worse, someone dies horribly 
every time he stops the car. Throw in a few 
dashes of barely glimpsed gore, a mysterious 
“lady in white” (Amber Smith) toting a curiously 
silent baby, some truly black humour and sever- 
al cheap but perfectly executed scares and the 
results, while not original, are nevertheless 
effective and had the audience actually scream- 
ing! 

Twilight Zone comparisons are apt, but Dead 
Ends worth comes less from its loudly 
telegraphed “trick” ending than its believable 
dialogue and twisted family dynamics. As the 
Harrington’s - and our - fear increases, so too 
do the ugly revelations. Watching a family tear 
itself apart as its members are stalked and killed 
by an unseen force is scarier than the kills 
themselves. 

SP 


THE PHONE 

Ahn Byung-Ki - Korea 

Toilet Pictures 

If Videodrome, Poltergeist, and Maximum 
Overdrive taught the world anything, it’s that 
everyday technology (and semi trucks with gob- 
lin faces) are scary. Then Ringu came along and 
made VHS more horrifying than when your 
grandparents realized they were powerless to 
stop their player from flashing 12:00, 12:00, 
12 : 00 .... 

It’s no surprise that Ringu spawned sequels, a 
remake, and many imitators, including The 
Phone. This sophomore feature by Korean direc- 
tor Ahn Byung-Ki takes the basic premise of 
Ringu, adds shades of The Exorcist, and trans- 
fers it all to cell phones. 

Ji-Won (Hi Ji-Wan) is a crack reporter who 
changes her cell number because she receives 
death threats after exposing a sex scandal. Her 
best friend Ho-Jung (Kim You) and husband 
Chang Hoon (Wu- Je Choi) offer their extravagant 
second home to lay low in until things cool off. 
Before she can go, however, Ho-Jung’s daughter 
Young-Ju (Eun Su-Woo) answers the cell, and 
hears a hideous noise that drives her to hyster- 
ics. While Ji-Won is terrorized by both a stalker 
and a bunch of fl/npu-style supernatural stuff, 
including visions of a pale young woman 
obscured by long black hair, Young-Ju becomes 
possessed by an angry spirit who wants mom 
out of the picture. 

The most disturbing scenes in the film don’t 
come from apparitions but Young-Ju’s peculiar 
relationship with her parents, including the 
creepiest daughter-father kiss ever. While trying 
to unwrap the mystery, Jl-Won discovers the last 
few customers who have had her current cell 
number have died under mysterious circum- 
stances. She also learns the ghost in the 
machine may be a vengeful teenager who dis- 
appeared after a soured affair and just won't 


rest in peace. Distributed by Disney’s Korean 
arm. The Phone is slick, efficient, but ultimately 
derivative. Nevertheless, it remained a depend- 
able atmospheric spook-out albeit one not terri- 
bly concerned with originality. 

DA 

UNDEAD 

Michael and Peter Spierig - Australia 

Spierigfilm 

Australians are known for many things: Croc- 
odile Dundee. Foster’s. Boomerangs. There is 
one export, however, that’s been very scarce 
from the small continent over the past few 
years; horror films. Enter twin brothers Michael 
and Peter Spierig, a couple of first-time, inde- 
pendent filmmakers that had a vision to make a 
zombie film unlike any other, something that 
pays tribute to the masterworks but doesn’t fol- 
low the conventional route flesh-eating films 
usually take. And what a zombie film they made. 

In the quiet fishing village of Berkley, meteors 
inexplicably start falling from the sky turning the 
residents into brain-starved zombies. After her 
ride out of Berkley is turned into one of the titu- 
lar creatures, Rene, the town’s reigning “Miss 
Catch of the Day,” is forced to take refuge at the 
home of the town weirdo, Marion, the requisite 
loony (and owner of Marion’s World of Weapons) 
who claims he knows what’s going on and that 
this is “just the beginning!” The unlikely duo 
meets up with four other survivors and together 
they try to uncover why their former friends and 
family are trying to eat them, why the rain sud- 
denly burns, and where the hell those lights in 
the sky keep coming from. 

The brothers Spierig do exactly what they set 
out to accomplish, which is turn the sub-genre 
on its ear and give fans of horror films, as the 
filmmakers themselves confess to be, some- 
thing they’ve never quite experienced before, 
touched with a bizarre and refreshing sense of 
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humour (even though their film appears to be 
heavily influenced by Dead Alive and Bad Taste). 
Considering the budget they had to work with, 
the effects are just flat-out amazing and at some 
points even top those found in major motion pic- 
tures. 

Overaii, Undead cou\6 use a bit of trimming to 
quicken the pace (it currently clocks in at one 
hour, forty minutes), but that’s a minor compiaint 
when put up against ali that it has going for it. 

JB 

HYPKOTIC 

Nick Willing -England 

Christa! Fiim 

Admittediy, Nick Willing’s supernatural police 
procedural Wypnof/c suffered somewhat in com- 
parison to Braziiian director Dennison Ramalho’s 
Amor So de Mae (a.k.a. Love From Mother Onl}^, 
the terrifying short film that preceded it at Fan- 
tAsia (see Short Cuts sidebar). A hypnotherapist 
pursuing the “Tattoo Killer” just doesn’t compare 
to an old Brazilian mama’s boy tearing out his 
mother’s heart for the love of a Satanic pitta. 
Still, Hypnotic (known in its native Britain as 
Doctor Sleep) is an enjoyable enough thriller, 
one with enough perverse narrative threads and 
visual style to make up for Its otherwise pedes- 
trian idea of scariness. 

Hunky ER star Goran Visnjic plays Michael 
Strothers, an insomniac hypnotherapist who has 
moved his family to London from Seattle due to 
a professional mistake that cost him his reputa- 
tion; he sets up shop curing smokers of their 
habit for £500 cash. One of his patients is Janet 
Losey (Scottish cutie Shirley Henderson), a 
police officer investigating the ritualistic deaths 
of several young children (the killer tattoos his 
victims with mysterious imagery and then 


injects them with his blood, causing a fatal reac- 
tion). 

At an investigative dead end and determined 
to help ttie now mute Helen, the only victim to 
escape the clutches of the Tattoo Killer, Losey 
enlists the reluctant Strothers to get the girl to 
talk. He succeeds but her words seem like gib- 
berish. Except they’re not gibberish - they’re 
part of an old liturgy which leads Strothers and 
Losey into a world of religious arcana that could 
not only cost them their lives but those of 
Strothers’ young daughter and pregnant wife 
(Miranda Otto). 

Hypnoticfs plot is not simple but its arcane 
complexity is intriguing. The performances of 
the two leads, whose obvious attraction under- 
scores their working relationship, also helps 
maintain our interest through to the rather famil- 
iar conclusion. Hypnotic may not have lived up to 
its title but at least it didn’t put us into a trance. 

SP 

MALEFIQUE 

Eric Valette - France 

There was a strong buzz surrounding Eric 
Valette’s Malefique prior and following its Cana- 
dian premiere at the test. A movie of dark occult 
fantasy, Malehque sequestered the audience in 
a cramped, dank cell where an unusual cast of 
renegades sat waiting out their respective sen- 
tences. There is Marcus, a violent transsexual 
half way through a sex change operation, Daisy, 
his mentally regressed vagina-obsessed boy toy 
and Lassale, a 60-year-old cynic whose cold 
inteliectualism barely masks a murderous past. 
Then there’s Carerre, a white collar criminal who 
promises his son he will join him for his birthday, 
not two weeks away. The promise seems impos- 
sible, but then the group discovers a cryptic 


manuscript in a hole in the wall and, suddenly, 
the impossible suddenly becomes fantastically 
and dangerously possible. 

Malefique \aMes the occult in the same way 
that Roman Polanski did with The Ninth Gate a 
few years back, adding the dark, otherworldly 
feel of a Lovecraft novel. The contemporary set- 
ting doesn’t hamper the brutal and very real 
force that ttie trapped, inexperienced cellmates 
unleash from the strange script. Valette suc- 
ceeds admirably at revitalizing the moribund 
occult thriller, though the introduction of a 
clownish guest named Hippolyte Picus compro- 
mises the tension of his story when it is most 
crucial. Nevertheless, Malefique won us over on 
a tight narrative, some unique characterizations 
and a diabolical ending that convinced us the 
devil’s return to horror is long overdue. 

RG 

KEW BLOOD 

Pou-Soi Cheang - Hong Kong 

Mei An Entertainment 

Ever dated someone really possessive? The 
kind of person equipped with jealousy-powered 
laser eyes and no understanding of “just 
friends”. How about someone who’d come back 
from the grave to terrorize life-saving 

strangers who made you welsh on a suicide 
pact? 

In director Pou-Soi Cheang’s atmospheric 
ghost story New Blood two lovers slit their wrists 
before diving off a building, but the double date 
with death is nixed when they’re discovered and 
rushed to hospital. The female dies, and doctors 
barely save the comatose man after three 
strangers are found with his rare blood type. 

The woman (diminutive actress Winnie Leung 
in an ill-fitting bald cap), isn’t a big believer in 
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the ’til-death-do-us-part thing and returns from 
beyond the grave to torment the donors. Lok 
(Bernard Chow), a policeman: Joy (Niki Chow), 
an emotionally troubled young woman; and Eric 
(Cyrus Chow), an architect, try to vanquish the 
vengeful spirit, which is murderously pissed that 
they ruined her plans for an afterlife reunion 
with her lover. 

Cheang’s story Is relentlessly bleak. His shad- 
owy, pale blue-green palette makes for an icy 
world where deep pools of darkness harbour 
plenty of otherworldly nastiness. Unsettling 
camera angles only increase the tension, and 
without any comic relief, the sense of dread is 
relentless. Adrenaline rush scares (the music 
spikes, ghost suddenly appears, etc.) are more 
effective when not dulled by jokes and irony. 
Thankfully, Cheang doesn’t rely on in-your-face 
tactics, though. The best scenes include Joy’s 
blood-drenched birthday flashback and a mal- 
functioning camera creating an unnerving 
strobe effect in a pitch-black tunnel. The creepy 
(although occasionally confusing) story com- 
bined with Cheang’s effective direction are more 
than enough to forgive the fact that the ghost 
looks like Marilyn Manson dressed up as Billy 
Corgan for Halloween. Nevertheless, the overall 
chilling effect of New Blood makes it tops in the 
impressive canon of new horror films from the 
East. 

DA 


KIKG OF THE AKTS 

Stuarl Gordon - USA 

The Asylum 

I have always loved Stuart Gordon and have 
always wished that someone would give him a 
bit more money to make his movies - but not 
too much, lest he become Sam Raimi. I’ve 
always admired him because he took the litera- 
ture of H.P. Lovecraft and turned it into a tew 
really decent horror films (From Beyond, Re-Ani- 
mator, Dagon), something no other filmmaker 
has been willing or able to do. 

With his new film, King of the Ants, Gordon 
delves into aspects of horror that are much more 
internaiized and psychological than what he has 
done before. This film is about a disenfranchised 
young man named Sean (nice performance by 
New York actor Chris McKenna) who allows him- 
self to be talked into a brutal act at the behest of 
a local construction boss (Daniel Baldwin). After 
committing the murder, young Sean is so filled 
with dread and remorse that he is driven to 
exact a revenge on those who lead him astray in 
a manner even more disturbing and brutal than 
the original act that changed his life. 

Written both as a screenplay and a novel by 
Charles Higson, King of the Ants has that kind of 
dripping vitriolic venomous feel that Fight Club 
had but in Gordon’s hands this film addresses 
the darker intricacies of human nature a lot 
more directly. Fans of the director will be 


pleased to see that he is still evolving as a film- 
maker; that is, he is still clearing away the dust 
to see what is in those darker corners. Now I 
only wish he would turn his attentions to Love- 
craft’s At the Mountains of Madness before he is 
through. 

CH 

GRAVEYARD ALIVE 

Elsa Kephart - Canada 

Bastard Amber Productions 

I won’t pretend like I wasn’t really 
looking forward to this movie; being 
that it is the first all-chick writ- 
ten/directed/produced zombie 
flick - and it’s Canadian! Go 
girl gore power! Being a 
huge fan of the zombie 
sub-genre, along with the 
expressionist films, my 
expectations were unusu- 
ally high for Elsa Kephart’s 
Graveyard Alive which 
finally saw its premiere at 
the festival after four years 
of production. The film was 
shot on 35 mm Techniscope 
MOS (mit-out-sound), meaning all 
of the sound had to be recreated in 
post a la the early horror films of the ’30s. 

All of these aspects, in addition to the high con- 
trast, black and white cinematography, lent 
themselves well to a homage to the silent 
expressionist films. Alas, it is the story (or lack 
thereof) that sank the show. 

Graveyard Alive is a tale about a socially 
retarded nurse who falls in love with a zombie 
(unbeknownst to her) who arrives at the hospital 
with an axe firmly imbedded in his cranial cap. 
After he affectionately bites her, nurse Patsy 
soon begins to rot herself and can no longer 
curb her insatiable hunger for sex and, of 
course, human flesh. No problem, she has 



access to the morgue, which means plenty of 
people bacon for her and little guilt! Soon, she 
infects others at the hospital and only one 
woman, nurse Goodie Tushuze and the crazed 
hospital janitor, can save them from the zombie 
plague. 

Although well photographed and cutely funny. 
Graveyard Aiive drags considerably and just 
doesn’t have enough story to keep the momen- 
tum going for its 80-minute running time. It is a 
perfect example of a film that would have made 
a fantastic short. Nevertheless, for a 
^ first-time effort, the film 
deserves praise for its visual- 
ly unique stylization and 
creative shot composi- 
tions. And hell, who can 
resist a movie about 
zombie 

H 

ETERNAL 

IHv 

(Sangre Eterna) 

W ^ Jorge Olguin - Chile 

MTI Home Video 
It’s a relief to know that 
the only horror coming out of 
Chile these days comes courtesy 
of Jorge Olguin, not Augusta Pinochet, 
The young director’s second film. Eternal Blood, 
fuses vampire flick tropes (some might say 
cliches) with an authentic Gothic sensibility to 
create something which, while not wholly origi- 
nal, is at least stylish, admirable and worth 
watching. 

The charismatic Lewin stars as Carmilla, a 
university student who finds herseif drawn to 
mysterious goth M (Robert Downey Jr. look-alike 
Ogalde) even as she resists come-ons from 
clumsy professor Romero (Jorge Denegri). M 
invites her to join his circle of friends to play 
Eternal Blood, a vampire role-playing game. She 



SHORT CUTS 

Though supernatural forces (an electrical explosion of 
sorts in the projection booth) prevented us from seeing 
some of FantAsia’s edgy independent shorts, the directors 
were kind enough to give us our own copies for review - 
and bless their wretched hearts because these bits really 
bite hardi 

RUBBER by David Dupont (Canada) 

Rue Morgue scribe David Dupont makes his directorial 
debut with Rubber, a dark and twisted social satire on 
body image and the lengths some people would go to in 
search of the perfect body. Clearly influenced by Terry 
Gilliam and David Cronenberg, Dupont's unique art direc- 
tion makes ttiis seven-minute short a must-see. 

EKTOMBED by Dalibor Backovic (Australia) 

A car thief becomes imprisoned in a vehicle that ends up 
being towed to a nightmarish conclusion. Very Tales From 
The Crypt, very well executed. 

FARKLIF? DRIVER KIAUS: 

THE FIRST DAY OK THE JOB 

by Joerg Wagner and Stefan Prehn (Germany) 

This nine-minute horror-comedy is a ball-busting, gitch- 
soiling feast of gore, all wrapped up in the guise of a cor- 
porate employee safety video. Hilarious and inventive. 

KIILER CUPS by JeF. Grenier (Canada) 

This 30-minute horror-comedy from Montreal is about a 
bunch of vindictive styrofoam cups invading a high school 
and killing people. It’s much cooler than it sounds, thanks 
to impressive stop-motion FX and boundless creativity. 
Tres bien! 


rHAMBRE JAUNE (a.k.a. Yellow Room) 
by Helene Cattet & Bruno Forzani (Belgium) 

From the co-directors of Catharsis comes an award win- 
ning, voyeuristic Giallo-style S&M short about two women 
in an apartment, Stylish and unsettling. 


ABEI FERARRA: FUCK THE KOiSE 

by Douglas Buck (USA) 

Eight years ago, Doug {Cutting Moment^ Buck filmed 14 
minutes with cult director Abel Ferarra (Driller Killer, Bad 
Lleutenanti, famous for his NYC-based violent exploitation 
films. A unique look at a unique man. 


AltlOR so 



LOVE FROM 
MOTHER oKLY 

(a.k.a. Amor So de Mae) 
by Dennison Ramalho 

(Brazil) 

Silver award winner for Best 
Short but easily the best film 
of the entire festival, this 
stylish film blew us away 
with its direction and quali- 
ty. Amor So de Mae sweats 
pure evil from its pores, it’s 
gritty, ugly and totally alive. 
Pure demonic genius. 

Jen Vuckovic 



Rubber: A dark and twisted social satire. 


accepts and Carmilla, whose father lives 
in Spain and mother constantly brow- 
beats her, finds a kind of family, and 
romance with M. 

But the group’s friendship is tested 
when one of them, Elizabeth (Lopez), 
comes under the sway of Dahmer (Car- 
los Borquez), a drug dealer who runs a 
goth club out of an abandoned building 
and is guarded by a brutal punk (Yerko 
Farias). Here the film’s focus switches to 
M as he tries to persuade his friends that 
Dahmer, who he believes to be a real 
vampire, is more than just bad news. But 
lured by drugs and curiosity, they ignore 
M's imploring and find themselves on 
their way to complete vampirism. 

Or do they? One of Olguin’s stated 
influences on this film is George 
Romero’s Martin (1978), another vam- 
pire film about someone who may not 
actually be a vampire. As M, the “mas- 
ter” of his Eternal Blood group, feels his 
leadership crumbling, so too does his - 
and the audience’s - grip on reality 
seem to slip. 

So what works? Despite a poverty- 
row budget and a crew unfamiliar with 
special effects, Olguin gives us scary 
(and sexy) looking vampires. He also has 
a respect for the film’s goth elements, 
conveyed convincingly (for once) thanks 
to the wholesale recruitment of much of 
Santiago’s goth community as extras. 
There is also something exceedingly 
cool about nuns and priests blasting 
vampires in the streets with shotguns. 

What doesn’t work? Characters are 
underdeveloped, and M's potentially ten- 
uous grip on reality (are his friends real- 
ly vampires? Is he just insane?) is not 
clearly explored. That said, vampire afi- 
cionados and goth sympathizers - i 
know you’re out there - should rejoice in 
finding a talented young ally in Jorge 
Olguin. 

SP 


IM MY SKIM 

(a.k.a. Dans Ma Peau) 

Marina De Van - France 

Celluloid Dreams 

This truly, starkly gut-wrenching new 
French film from Marina De Van, who 
serves as writer, director and lead actor, 
is about the process of self-mutilation, 
an all-too-real psychological abnormali- 
ty that has its sufferers slicing them- 
selves with knives or razor blades as a 
way of causing themselves to feel some- 
thing - anything. 

Marina De Van plays Esther, a young 
woman with a great career in the busy 
world of public relations. She has a solid 
relationship with a good man. But she 
feels dead inside, a real feeling that 
she’s just going through the motions, 
until one day she falls in her garden and 
opens a deep gash on her leg - a wound 
that fascinates her so much, she won’t 
let it heal. Then she begins to open up 
more. And strangely, the more she muti- 
lates herself, the better and more con- 
nected to life she feels. 

The film has obvious comparisons to 
the particular works of David Cronen- 
berg and David Lynch but as a 
writer/director, De Van has to be com- 
mended for committing herself, botii 
visually and thematically to stark hon- 
esty at the risk of offending even the 
strongest of stomachs. She is exposing 
an unsettling look at how fragile the 
human psyche - your psyche, my psy- 
che - really is, and had she flinched and 
censored herself, this wonderfully, bru- 
tally abstract film would have been no 
different than the average disease of the 
week TV movie. 

In My Skin is not for everyone, but 
should you brave this film you will be 
watching the work of a major cinematic 
artist in DeVan, who has something rare 
in the movie world today: guts. 

CH 
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This September, Aneher Bay immertalizes The Hills Have Eyes, IME5 CRRUEn'S law-budget 
lOs survivalist cult classic with a 2-Disc Special Editlen reissue. You've been warned. 



T he hills are alive, friends and neigh- 
bours, but this ain’t The Sound of Music. 
For decades, Wes Craven’s seminal 
1977 cult hit The Hills Have Eyes has 
only been sporadically available on home video 
in transfers that look dodgy even by VHS stan- 
dards. And that’s why Anchor Bay’s new two- 
disc set Is shaping up to be the hottest horror 
re-release of the year, a completlst’s dream 
featuring ^e uncut feature restored by Crest 
National with a choice of audio options, com- 
mentary from Craven and producer Peter 
Locke, not one but two hour-long documen- 
taries, a DVD-ROM of Die original screenplay 
(rumoured to differ dramatically from the final 
film) and more. Although Initially less success- 
ful Dian Craven's debut feature Last House on 
the Left, Hills has long since become a venera- 
ble milestone in the canon of low-budget sev- 
enties horror as well as a watershed work in 
the long and often wildly inconsistent career of 
today’s most commercially successful horror 
filmmaker. Perhaps most telling is that Craven 
himself remains openly enthusiastic about this 
shoestring gem. 
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Michael Berryman haunts the Hills. 


“When I did the comment^, I said, ‘this thing 
■' really holds up,’” Graven recently told Rue 
Morgue. “You know, it was a good, intense, very 
pure film, not much fat in it at all. It’s still shock- 
ing, still exciting, so yeah, I think it holds up very 
well.” 

Years before the Freddy franchise was 
launched with A Nightmare On Elm Street and 
even longer before Scream would rocket the 
; fifty-something director into mainstream suc- 
, cess, Craven conjured up this powerful and raw 

• film about a middle American family under 

attack by a clan of cannibals after their car 
breaks down in a remote sketch of desert. Like 
Straw Dogs before it. The Hills Have Eyes shows 
us decent, gentle people driven to horrific acts of 
violence: in Last House, violence erupts out of 
anger and a hunger for vengeance that goes 
^ largely unsatisfied, but the protagonists in Hills 
I . resort to murder and mayhem only when their 
very survival is at stake. In less talented hands, 
^ - Hills might well have been just one more in a 
f ■ series of undistinguished post- Texas Chain Saw 
Massacre hackfests, but Craven is a director 
who almost always has a lot more on his agen- 
da than mere scares. Even his clunkers - Dead- 
ly Friend, Shocker, The People Under the Stairs 
- are intriguing when approached as pure alle- 
'■ gory, providing that we can divorce the concepte 
I- from the botched final results {which admittedly 
is easier said than done). For all that. Hills is best 
remembered for suspense and visceral shocks; 
» at its core is a fable about class warfare, a sub- 

• ject Craven has continued to revisit in many of 
his films including even Music of the Heart, his 

• first big non-horror effort. 

i “I guess it’s from growing up in a completely 
blue-coliar family,” the director says, “where I 
felt a lot of limitations and hurdles to overcome 
just because my family wasn’t educated, there 
wasn’t a great deal of money and my father died 
when I was very young. So I was very aware that 
I had to kind of invent myself, sophisticate 
myself, educate myself.” 

This undercurrent helps flesh out the film's 
desert dwelling cannibals, who are far too dan- 
gerous and revolting to be sympathetic in the 
Y usual sense but are never anyltiing less than 
' three-dimensional. 



Texas Chainsaw Massacre: The first of the power tool murder movies. 


RednecK splaner. hillbilly horror, backwoods terror. Gall it what you will, 
the rural horror movie has become a fully developed and vital sub- 
genre. It's no surprise that its roots run deep in culture and histery. 


A BRIEF HISTORY OF 

by John W. Bowen 

It’s unlikely that the cast and crew of Deliverance ever anticipated that one simple 
phrase would become a permanent fixture in the popular lexicon. It may well be as 
widely recognized today as Rhett's parting shot to Scarlet or any of Bogart’s gruff mus- 
ings from Casablanca, but unlike most other classic quotes, “Squeal like a pig!" has actu- 
ally transcended the film that spawned it to become the official catchphrase of an entire 
sub-genre. While the backwoods gay rape sequence in question is nearly as infamous as 
the shower scene in Psycho, surprisingly few people can name the actor who said the line 
(Bill McKinney, for the record) even though plenty will name Ned Beatty as the unfortu- 
nate city slicker who winds up on the receiving end, as it were. 

Nonetheless, even after three decades, the horrible hillbillies of Deliverance (McKinney 
and Herbert “Cowboy" Coward) recently took top honours in Maxim magazine’s Fifty 
Greatest Movie Villains of All Time, decisively out-badding Hannibal Lecter, Freddy 
Krueger, Norman Bates and a host of other famous heels. Why? Well, we can’t complete- 
ly divorce homophobia from the equation, but there’s no denying that Deliverance took on 
an additional significance in the volatile sociopolitical climate of 1972 America that con- 
tinues to resonate today. 

Down the years films as diverse as Psycho, The Evil Dead and Duel have drawn upon 
rural settings and their attendant sense of isolation with tremendous success, but in 
1 972, events at home and abroad ensured that Deliverance struck a very raw American 
nerve like a dentist’s drill. A mutual xenophobia has always existed between rural and 
urban dwellers worldwide, and few nations have ever experienced this rift so acutely as 
America did throughout the latter twentieth century. 

The Vietnam War’s impact on popular culture in the sixties and seventies was profound 
to say the least, and it’s no surprise that the era saw a pronounced spike in the popular- 
ity of films in which strangers in a strange land ran afoul of violent locals. But it’s also 

con’t on page 37 






“I always feel it’s interesting to see the 
humanity in them,” notes Craven of the crazed 
cannibal family in Hills, “even these wild and 
frightening people,” 

US foreign policy in the seventies also 
informed an undercurrent of the script in a man- 
ner that would prove near-prophetic many years 
later. 

“When I was writing it I was actually thinking 
of the Third World, of how some time in the dis- 
tant future the worm might stertto turn, how all 
the things that our State Department had done 
in other countries would come back and bite us 
on the ass. And after 9/11, well. Hills kind of 
‘said it a long, long time before it became a real- 
ity."’ 

Given that the film’s protagonists are a family, 
it’s integral to the movie’s strong sense of bal- 
ance that the "wild and frightening people” in 
question are also a family, presided over by 
volatile Papa Jupiter (James Whitworth) who 
orchestrates the attack on the beleaguered 
Carter family like a general, barking out orders 
to sons Mars (Lance Gordon), Pluto (Michael 
Berryman) and Mercury (producer Locke) via 


walkie-talkies pilfered from an army base. 
Berryman, whose huge, oddly-shaped bald head 
is actually the result of a real-life birth defect, 
would ultimately emerge as Hill^ most durable 
visual trademark, the only person featured in the 
film’s poster art. 

Having previously played a small part in the 
multiple Oscar-winning One Flew Over the 
Cuckoo’s Nest, it was nonetheless Hills that 
eventually brought him widespread recognition. 
Craven maintains that he and Locke had no idea 
that their film would launch Berryman as one of 
the oddest character actors in American cinema, 
but acknowledges that they knew they were 
onto a good thing. 

“We were aware that Berryman was an extra- 
ordinary looking guy, and one of the most fre- 
quently asked questions was, ‘Who’s that guy?’ 

I think he was absolutely stunning in Hills, 
whereas in One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest 
you can easily miss him. He was also in a Claude 
Chabrol film as I recall, playing a bad guy. But 
The Hills Have Eyes really gave him a chance to 
stretch and play a really substantial character.” 

Shooting Hills for under $300,000 in the alter- 
nately scorching and freezing California desert 
could hardly have been a picnic, but the director 
looks back on it as a positive experience. 

“1 can’t say that for me it was a terribly 
relaxing or fun time but it certainly was fas- 
cinating and I think the spirit on the set, 
especially in die second half [of the 
shoot], was very good,” says Craven. 

“[Cinematographer Eric] Saarinen 
and a bunch of his people had just 
come off a long series of Roger 
Corman films including Eat My 
Dust, which was Ron Howard’s 
first directorial feature. They 
were just notably leary of 
‘management’ so to speak, 
and they were always afraid 
of being ripped off or being 
put in danger. They were just 
nervous as cats and very cyni- 
cal. It took them about half the 
picture to realize that we really 


Years later he said to me, ‘Well, we made a little 
classic, didn’t we?’ And ifs nice. You always get 
that kind of sense, when people say things like 
that, that they’re totally astonished that those 
early films have actually endured and gotten 
some critical acclaim. ’Cause at the time it was 
hard to get past the feeling that we were just 
doing some wild, wacky thing.” 

2003 has been a bitterly disappointing year 
for Craven, his most recent project Pulse having 
fallen victim to the studio system. He may not be 
ready to jump'ship and go indie again, but a cer- 
tain wistfulness creeps into his tone when rem- 
iniscing about the freedom he had with Hills. 

“it’s one of maybe a half-dozen films I’ve 
made where I had complete control with a part- 
ner,” he says, “I mean, nobody told us what to do 
in any way, shape or form. We just made it 
between ourselves, and it’s very, very gratifying 
to do a film that way and it’s increasingly diffi- 
cult to do that now. That film is very much at the 
core of my work." S 


Blood, murder, outtake: 
scenes from Anchor Bay’s reissue. 
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Deliverance: Emblematic of America’s perverse fascination with violent hicks and (below) H.G. Lewis' Two Thousand Maniacs. 


mention one of the all-time greatest horror films, period. 

The following year spawned two noteworthy items, neither of which 
bore much resemblance to its predecessors but still followed the for- 
mula. Race With the Devil, starring Peter Fonda, Warren Oates, Lara 
Parker and a Loretta Swit, in which two couples vaca- 

tioning In an RV the size of Prince Edward Island run afoul of a group of 
Satan-worshipping country music fans, is the ultimate seventies B- 
movie hybrid: a car chase/horror film. Hardly a masterpiece but good 
dumb fun, a tacky postcard from an era when the menfolk took care of 
the drivin' and fightin’ and the ladies devoted their energies to being 
hysterical, sexy and utterly useless in a crisis. 

From across the pond that same year came The Wicker Man, a 
bizarre and gorgeous melodrama that barely warrants inclusion here 
(indeed, it’s a pretty hard film to slot in 
anywhere), but with at least enough 
structural similarities to make it a com- 
pelling footnote, a distant cousin to this 
inbred cinematic clan. 1976 sawTobe 
Hooper return to familiar territory with 
Eaten Alive, a gruesome little item with 
Neville Brand as a sexually repressed 
motel owner who dispatches his 
unlucky guests with some help from 
his pet crocodile. 

The next truly remarkable film to fol- 
low in the wake of Chain Saw, The Hilis 
Have Eyes (1 977), is Wes Craven’s own 
version of the same tale, although in 
typical Graven fashion the film’s under- 
lying themes - class warfare and 
urban encroachment - are much clos- 
er to the surface, and the film itself is 
much more conventionally cinematic than Chain Saw. This was also the 
year of Rituals, a woefully underrated Canadian spin on Deliverance 
that’s currently in desperate need of a DVD reissue, as well as the infa- 
mous rape/revenge caper I Spit On Your Grave, in which a beautiful New 


impossible to overestimate the mark left on the middle American psy- 
che by the 1 964 murders of three civil rights workers - two Jewish, one 
black, all Northerners - by Klansmen in rural Mississippi. Even as 
North-South tensions in the US slowly relaxed in the aftermath of the 
civil rights era, urbanites’ fear of and perverse fascination with violent 
hicks would remain keen for decades to come, manifesting itself in film 
more than any other artform. And while prejudices between Northern 
and Southern folk in the US still ran deep in the seventies, it’s worth 
noting that the fictitious city boys in Deliverance were themselves 
Southerners, residents of Atlanta. 

Low-budget sixties horror films like Spider Baby and Two Thousand 
Maniacs as well as acclaimed blockbusters like Easy Rider and Straw 
Dogs, all of which none-too-subtly asserted that rural folk had a natur- 
al propensity for violence, had already 
stirred the pot by the time Deliverance 
came along to make our bourgeois 
fears even more literal. But what no 
one seemed to anticipate in the early 
seventies was the number of times 
this story would be retold, each ver- 
sion altered to reflect the filmmaker’s 
own preoccupations and beliefs. And 
no one was quite prepared for the 
biggest and baddest of them all, lurk- 
ing just around the comer. 

If the filmgoing public had been 
shocked by Deliverance, they were 
positively blindsided less than two 
years later by Tobe Hooper’s nihilistic 
masterpiece The Texas Chain Saw 
Massacre (1974), a raw and relentless 
film that followed the same storyline 
while adding power tool murders and cannibalism to the mix, all played 
out against a backdrop of chaos and decay, presided over by a cruel 
and unblinking Texas sun. Still unmatched for punishing intensity, Chain 
Saw remains the undisputed champ of the hillbilly horror canon, not to 




Hillbilly Horror: Classic moment from Eaten Alive and I Spit On Your Grave. 


Yorker vacationing in rural Connecticut goes postal on four yokels who 
raped and tried to murder her. 

Redneck horror films would decline rapidly in both quality and quan- 
tity in the coming years; enjoyable but inconsequential items like 
Motel Hell (1980) and Craven’s Deadly Blessing (1981) signaled the 
onset of the downturn culminating in Children of the Corn (1984), a 
limp adaptation of one of Stephen King’s better short stories, and 
Hooper’s inexcusably awful sequel/parody Texas Chain Saw Massacre 
Part 2 0986). Campy lo-fi gore comedy Redneck Zombies 0985) is 
significant mainly for being one of the first horror films shot on video 
tape rather than film, but precious little else. 

The rural horror film is as much a child of its time as the giant bug 
and flying saucer movies of the fifties, especially in that unlike so 
many other horror motifs, there are no corresponding archetypes to be 
found in religion, classical literature or folklore. Some would argue 
that there must be some equal significance to the sub-genre's decline 
in the eighties, since its initial rise to prominence coincided with spe- 
cific events of a particular era. But this drop was actually symptomatic 
of a broader trend, a sharp downturn in the popularity of genuinely 
raw horror films in general throughout the eighties. While the Friday 
the 13th series, Hellraiser and Wes Craven’s hugely popular Nightmare 
On Elm Sfreeffeatured no shortage of graphic violence, they were typ- 
ical of their decade in that they functioned primarily as pure escapism 
and generally avoided topicality (although to be fair, Craven is proba- 
bly incapable of making a film that’s entirely devoid of social com- 
mentary). Hillbilly horror didn’t completely disappear but it was driven 
underground, and no noteworthy examples emerged during the ensu- 
ing years... until very recently. 

Few films have divided horror fans as sharply as Rob Zombie’s 
House of 1.000 Corpses, drawing cheers and derision in roughly 
equal measure. Granted, Zombie’s near-Dickensian quest to 
secure a distributor is arguably a more interesting story than the 
film itself, but the fact that Corpses - essentially The Texas Chain 
Saw Massacre with an MTV makeover - could and did find an 
audience in 2003 is at least indicative of renewed interest. The 
similarly-themed Wrong Turn (drooled over by Chris Alexander in 
fl/W#34) was released by Fox this past June with zero promotion 
and performed poorly at the box office, but the film has already accu- 
mulated enough positive word-of-mouth that it seems destined to 
explode when it hits video shelves in the Fall. 

The Texas Chain Saw Massacre, The Wicker Man and The Hills Have 
Eyes are among an upcoming wave of unnecessary and ill-advised 


remakes of seventies horror classics. So what’s behind it this time? 
Hard to say, although intolerance of a particularly lethal nature is still 
alive and well in smalltown and rural America. The gruesome gay- 
bashing murders of Brandon Teena and Matthew Sheppard (in Fails 
City, Nebraska and Laramie, Wyoming, respectively) and the racially- 
motivated killing of a black man dragged to death behind a pickup 
truck on a Texas country road all made headlines in recent years. The 
Teena case, of course, was the basis for the Oscar-winning Boys Don’t 
Cry. a film more darkly harrowing than any horror flick in recent mem- 
ory. Only time will tell if events like these are capable of spawning any 
real revival of the redneck horror film, but the coincidence is hard to 
ignore. 

America is now one whole generation removed from the Vietnam 
War. Racial segregation in the southern US is a distant bitter memory, 
and Martin Luther King Day is celebrated annually. The once-fearsome 
Ku Klux Klan is now so sharply diminished in both power and numbers 
that its main media presence is as punchline fodder on Saturday Night 
Live and The Simpsons. But some scars are permanent, and that’s 
why we’re still making films about killer rednecks. You’re welcome to 
drive through town, son, but don’t get out of the car. S 


SIGNIFICANT MOMENTS 

IN THE HILLBILLY HORROR ERA 

PRECURSORS: 

Spider Baby - 1 964 
Two Thousand Maniacs! - 1964 

Straw Dogs - 1971 
Deliverance - 1972 

The Texas Chain Saw Massacre - 1974 
Race With the Devil - 1975 
Eaten Alive - 1976 
The Hills Have Eyes - 1977 
Rituals - 1 977 
I Spit On Your Grave - 1 977 


38 RUE MORGUE 




www.begoth: 


F ind your fayorite 

toys at thes 
and other great stores: 






by Leo n 


n the viruTentflcKhess that is the celluloid strain of horrorphilia, there consume (“collect” in the parlance of the diseased) a host of related col- 
are three degrees. Of the first, the symptoms consist of a compulsion to lectible ephemera. 

devour all primary specimens that can be procured. Of the second, there And if the case is truly severe, beyond all hope of rehabilitation, there may 
is a hunger for even more rare and unexpurgated delicacies, the condi- even be the need to travel to the very sites where these motion picture hor- 

tion thus becoming more refined, yet, at the same time, more rabid. And of rors were birthed, seemingly communion at such locales, often obscure and 

the third and final degree, there is utter systemic obsession. No longer will far-off, having the same spiritual effect as that of a reliquary upon a pilgrim, 

the mere viewing of films of a morbid and macabre nature sate the suffer- What follows are the experiences of such subject plagued with this most 

er's appetite. No, for such individuals, there is the unquenchable drive to extreme degree of the illness. It is a horror fiend’s travelogue.... 



Amityville: Still America's favourite domicile of the damned. 


of 

November 13th, 1974, 
twenty-three-year-old 
Ronnie DeFeo, Jr, bet- 
ter known as “Butch” 
to the locals of the quiet 
community of Amityville, Long 
Island, viciously killed his parents and four 
younger siblings with a hunting rifle, later claim- 
ing that these horrendous acts had been the 
result of demonic influence. Only thirteen 
months after the murders, the family’s home at 
112 Ocean Avenue became inhabited once more 
with the arrival of George and Kathleen Lutz and 
their three children. With the publication of Jay 
Anson’s 1979 blockbuster novel based upon the 
“true story” of the Lutz’ 28 day ordeal in the 
house and the release that very same year of 
Stuart Rosenberg’s thriller, Amityville was no 
longer the “friendly village” that its name pro- 


claims but a diabolic den of desecration, there- 
after utterly synonymous with haunted house 
horror. 

Today the early nineteenth century Dutch 
Colonial dwelling at the intersection of Ocean 
Avenue and South Ireland Place in which the 
slaughter of the DeFeos and the torment of the 
Lutzes occurred more than twenty years ago still 
stands, though its address has since changed 
from 108 to 112 in an attempt to eschew the 
unwanted attention of the all-too-curious. For 
the same reason, the house has also undergone 
heavy renovation; the infamous eye-like win- 
dows have been replaced by square ones and 
the darkly painted facade is now a much lighter, 
and less sinister, shade. Despite this, the house 
is unmistakable, still bearing many similarities 
to its incarnation in The Amityville Horror. 

According to Hollywood legend, Rosenberg’s 
adaptation of Anson’s novel was not filmed in 


Amityville itself because of some inexplicable 
catastrophes that took place when such a thing 
was attempted there. The truth, however, is that 
Amityville’s town fathers did not want to further 
associate their placid village with a terror-tale of 
horrendous haunting which they took to be 
wholly hoaxical and, thus, refused to grant the 
production the necessary permits, instead, The 
Amityville Horror was filmed some hundred 
miles away in Toms River, New Jersey, a town 
upon the Jersey Shore not unlike the real Ami- 
tyville. 

To get there, exit off the Garden State Park- 
way, head eastward into Toms River, taking CR- 
527 to East Water Street as it winds about the 
bay. Once on Dock Street, make a right onto 
Brooks Road and the celluloid house of Ami- 
tyville horrors will be on your right, number 18. 
It is a rather stately blue home on the shore of 
Toms River and, like the real thing in Amityville, 
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Sand Pond: Better known as Crystal Lake, birthplace of Jason Voorhees. 


lmfA\\\ M 1 1 1 '■3ther unbefitting the her lift in the original’s opening. Further along 94 ema to usurp the genre’s throne as the King of 
creeps that were there is the Blairstown Diner where the curse- Carnage, the siaughter-iord who would forever 

heaped upon it. damning Steve Christie stopped tor help amidst make the goaiie’s mask a stapie of Halioween 

Aiso like 112 the fiim’s rain-drenched final reel. But it is Main regaiia. 

’ Ocean Avenue, 18 Street, seemingiy one of the oidest stretches in 

Brooks Road has undergone the town, that wiii teil you that you are truiy 

massive renovation since becoming a part of treading upon earth deconsecrated by the gods 

America’s preeminent haunted house yarn. Gone of horror: it was this very length of Blairstown 
are both the angular roof and, again, the quarter roadway that was featured so prominently dur- 
moon windows which anthropomorphized this ing the deceptively hopeful arrival of Annie, the 
silver screen domicile of the damned. very first of the flesh and blood offerings into the 

series’ murderworks. 

the roots of the legacy of dis- The main attraction, however, is still a little 
memberment that is Friday the 13th, plunge ways off. Follow Main Street up Millbrook Road 

headlong into the sylvan northwestern hinter- and then continue on Milbrook for several miles, 

landsofNewJerseytowardsthesleepyburghof leaving the wholesome bosom of Blairstown 
Blairstown, the doomed birthplace of the lum- behind. Take Birch Road to Shannon and then 
bering master of slashers, Jason Voorhees. Just Sand Pond Road and in another mile or two you 

off Interstate 80, about ten miles from the Penn- will come upon the subdued gates of the ill- 

sylvania border, Route 84 will take you deep into famed forested acreage of Camp Crystal Lake, 
the worm-befouled belly of Jason’s domain of In reality, this archetype of all horror movie 
death. sleepaway camps is the seventy-five-year-old 

Blairstown is a curious melange of the old and Boy Scout retreat known as Camp NoBeBoSco. 

the new, rustified remnants of a bygone era Venturing down the dead tree-lined throat of the 

blended with a burgeoning pseudo-urban-get- entrance deeper into its bowels, you will soon 

awayness. While picturesque in a Rockwellian find the location that utterly embodies the 

sort of way, Blairstown is far from a grim setting, vengeful spirit of these deathly woods; Sand 

let alone one to be spattered with the steaming Pond, perhaps better known to hordes of late 

blood of lustful teenagers. But it was indeed night horror ghouls as Crystal Lake! With its 

here that Friday the 13th was filmed over the tree-ornamented mountain backdrop, the 26 

course of three months more than twenty years acre pond is a beautiful sight to behold, seem- 

ago and you will begin to see telltale signs of ingly more the ideal setting for a landscape por- 

this frightening factoid as you make your way trait rendered with paint rather than frothy arte- 

along 94. rial blood! But it was indeed from out of these 

Rrst you will come across the eldritch Cedar same waters that the bitch-born behemoth of 
Ridge Cemetery, before which Annie, the ill- butchery known as Jason Voorhees arose in one 
fated would-be counselor, was dropped off by of the most effective endings in all of horror cin- 


and shocking 

sessed by the blackest of 
evils, r/je&rorc/sftook celluloid hor- 
ror to uncharted depths in a chunkblowing flood 
of obscenity and impious mayhem and remains, 
quite possibly, the scariest horror film of all time. 
Gorehounds who place William Friedkin’s mas- 
terpiece upon such a pea soup-weltered 
pedestal are drawn to Georgetown - Washing- 
ton, DC’s oldest quarter - like an inverted cross 
to pubescent female genitalia, for this was the 
very setting of the film’s sordid happenings. 

When you get to the upscale and exclusive 
neighborhood that is Georgetown, walk down 
the narrow, tree-shadowed streets and the Colo- 
nial-style houses that line them till you come to 
the corner of 36th and Prospect and and there it 
is: the house inhabited by actress Chris MacNeil 
and her diabolically possessed daughter Regan! 
Any true horror devotee will instantly recognize 
the two-floor, red brick dwelling that sits at 3600 
Prospect Street. 

Although at first glance the house looks rather 
unchanged from the days when it stood as the 
backdrop for unspeakable cinematic devilry, 
there are some disparities from its earlier 


3600 Prospect: Once home of the most terrifying evil of all time, The Exorcist. 


appearance in Friedkin’s film. The 
boxy home appears smaller than it 
had, which is not surprising as the 
director had an entire addition built 
onto the structure so that it would 
overlook the adjacent stairway. 

And any question about whether the 
current residents truly appreciate the 
place that their home has in the bloody annals of 
horror history is answered by the tall, black 
wooden fence that has been put up around the 
property since 1973. 

Once you have your fill of this cinematic 
devil’s house, creep around the side to bask in 
the defiled splendor of the one site that has 
become synonymous with the film: the infamous 
concrete staircase. Standing before the flight, it 
is truly an intimidating sight to behold, as it 
seems to plunge straight down. You will not be 
able to help but be filled with an unexplainable 
sense of unease as you embark on your descent 
down the ninety-seven tall, stone steps. 

Graffiti has been left upon the rock-faced 
inner wall of the stairway by overzealous fans 
over the years. The drippingly spray-painted 
pentagrams and inverted crosses are illegal yet 
fitting tributes to the film’s infernal history. The 
locale enshrouds Exorcist aficionados with a 
disturbing atmosphere that makes the steps feel 
even steeper, even more unforgiving to the flesh, 
and you will no doubt be relieved when you 
reach the bottom, coming right to the spot 
where Father Karras, broken and battered from 
his suicidal plummet, died in a black pool of his 
own blood... 

oeuvre of the 

zombie film, George Romero’s 1968 black and 
white masterpiece, Night of the Living Dead, can 
perhaps easily be said to be the moribund king 


of the flesh-ravening lot. The 
film’s horror-noir sensibilities 
and chokingly dreadful atmos- 
phere has struck a chord in 
many a gorehound’s black 
heart, /^d for those who drool in 
adoration before Romero’s zomb- 
ified horrorshow, Evans City, a small 
burgh about forty miles nortiiwest of Pitts- 
burgh, is the dreadful Mecca of this kingdom of 
the dead, for it was here, in the late months of 
1967, that the young director and his Latent 
Image partners gave stillbirth to the hideous 
majesty that is Night of the Living Dead. 

Once on Route 68 in Evans City, make a right 
onto Franklin Road and it will be only a short dis- 
tance before you will notice a creepily familiar 
unmarked drive winding up through the brush 
and trees by the side of the road. There is no 
mistaking it: this was the very path that Johnny 
and Barbara had ill-fatedly driven up in the 
opening shots of Night Turning up that very 
drive and following its narrow course up the hill, 
you will come upon a large, gray marble slab 
bearing the name of the Evans City 
Cemetery, the only filming locale 
from NightXhaX still exists. 

Coming to the top of the hill and 
driving into the cemetery itself, a 
brick building can be seen set 
back from the road. You will rec- 
ognize it immediately as the very 
one next to which the brother and 
sister had parked their car before visit- 
ing their grandfather’s grave and where Barbara 
was later attacked by the first walking corpse. 
Perhaps once a caretaker’s shack of some kind, 
the double-floored, brown edifice is in a sad 
state of disrepair, the windows boarded up and 
the front doors chained and locked, most likely 


to keep out the curious. 

Aside from the presence of the abandoned 
shack, the Evans City Cemetery does not look at 
all as it had in the film, the disparity owing not 
only to the passage of time and nature, but 
mostly Romero’s camera work and editing. 

It is not only much smaller than it had been 
made to appear, it is also much more open. 
Many of the looming trees that had provided 
Nights opening scenes with its creepy shadows 
had been uprooted by a monstrous tornado 
some years ago, apparently even disinterring 
some of the cemetery’s inhabitants as well. 
Although you will not recognize any particular 
tombstones, it will be an experience enough 
simply to walk upon the charnel earth of the 
Evans City Cemetery, a place forever blood- 
marked in the bowels of horror history. 

misanthropy and ferocious 
nihilism of the Texas sun-scorched atrocity of 
Tobe Hooper’s Texas Chainsaw Massacre that 
imbues the 1974 terror-epic with the same 
skull-spiintering impact as the homicidal ham- 
merblows of its Gunnar Hansen- 
essayed hulking uberbutcher, the 
grue-lusting lord of the charnel 
house, Leatherface. The film not 
only served to define the glorious- 
ly depraved age of 1 970s drive- 
in horror but also set a standard 
for modern genre films that has 
rarely, if ever, been reached, let 
alone challenged. And Austin and its 
surrounding burghs is the collective anthro- 
pophagous altar at which adorers of this deatti- 
train of mutilation can genuflect in the name of 
one of horrordom’s most ravenous celluloid 
atrocities. It was in and around the capital of the 
Lone Star State, in the sweltering summer 
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months of 1973, that Chainsaw screamed into 
man-hungry life. 

On Route 278 in Leander, a suburb just north- 
west of Austin, you will find the Bagdad Ceme- 
tery, the wholly modest and well-kept boneyard 
where Ed Neal's deranged Hitchhiker turned 
exhumed bodies into the bizarre corpse-art wit- 
nessed in Cfta/nsaw’s flash bulb-lit establishing 
shot. Although missing such carneous accou- 
trements, it will not be difficult to recognize the 
truncated column-topped gravemarker and cas- 
ket-like above-ground tomb that had been the 
site of the Hitchhiker’s ghastly necro-erotic 
artistry. 

In Bastrop, yet another Austin-subuit) (south- 
east of the city), is the Ryan’s Hills Prairie Gro- 
cery on Highway 304. This was the charnel 
house brassiere where Jim Siedow’s Cook 
dished out his gastronomic blights. But today, 
you will find there only row upon row of stuff 
found in any local convenience store. You will be 
pleased to find out, though, that the decades-old 
gas pumps are just as dry as they had been on 


that ill-fated summer afternoon when Sally and 
her chainsaw-fodder cohorts rolled up to this 
human beef bistro. 

On Route 172 in Austin itself is the rapidly 
deteriorating Quick Hill; this is the place! For up 
aged Old Country Road, hidden in the woods to 
the left atop Quick Hill, had been the mysterious 
house where those witless Texas teens would 
find nothing but menace and mutilation at the 
malevolent hands of Leatherface and his freak- 
ish family of flesh-eaters. 

But the actual familial slaughterhouse of that 
human-butchering clan of cannibals, the genre’s 
most infamous den of mortal devourment, 
resides today in the vacation town of Kingsland, 
some seventy miles west of Austin. Retiring 
sometime in the late-’80s to the property of the 
The Antlers Inn on King Street and Route 1 431 , 
it is now known as the Kingsland Old Town Grill. 
Despite its masterfully renovated and gaily dec- 
orated facade, the sanguinivorous spirit of this 
viscera-spattered abode will show through the 
refurbishment. 


After dining upon some country grub, creep 
about the Grill in search of h’aces of Chainsaw/s 
celluloid eyescar.The front left dining room had 
been the family's “living room”, its ghoulish 
adornments inspired by the Ed Gein school of 
interior design, upon whose feather-strewn floor 
Pam had fallen just before her date with a 
meathook in what continues on today at the 
back of the house as the Grill’s kitchen. The mid- 
dle dining room behind it had been the family’s 
own, where the bound and gagged Sally was 
made the terrified dinner guest at the disgusting 
banquet table of that lovable homovore horde. 

And then there is the main hallway and the 
doorway at the end of it, which leads out into the 
corridor beyond. Once adorned with animal 
skulls, it was here that Leatherface was 
unleashed upon the unsuspecting underworld of 
horror, his reign of terror heralded by the hoio- 
caustic hammering of his sledge and the omi- 
nous clanging slam of that steel slaughterhouse 
door. Still coursing with the grisly and gruesome 
glory of ite earlier life, the Kingsland Old Town 
Grill is perhaps the human-skin upholstered pin- 
nacle of any Chainsaw worshippers pilgrimage 
to Austin. 

Before this Travelogue comes to an end, faith- 
ful Rue Morgue reader, we must implore you: if 
you should undertake an expedition of your own 
to any of these dreadful locales, please have 
some respect for those who live and work there 
and pay heed to all warnings against trespass- 
ing! For if you are a true fiend of horror, you will 
realize that you are a vile ambassador of our 
beloved genre and will proudly raise high the 
ruddy-tinted flag wherever your morbid travels 
take you. As John Milton wrote: “Hail horrors 
hail!” Indeed. . 
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W orror comics have mostly been a dead 
genre in North America for years. Sure, 
there’s the occasional virtuoso effort like 
Alan Moore and Eddie Campbell's From 
Hell or Charles Burns’ Black Hole, and every so 
often there’s a breakout hit - Steve Niles and 
Ben Templesmith’s 30 Days of Night {RM#34) 
comes to mind - but American horror comics 
have never been able to recapture the quality, 
verve and mass appeal that EC’s line of classic 
titles like Tales From The Crypt anti Vault of Hor- 
ror had inttie 1950s. But the depressed state of 
the genre in North America is no reason for fans 
of horror comics to despair. Not when there’s 
such a bounty of material coming out of Asia. 

While North American comics focus on super- 
heroes to the exclusion of almost anything else 
(though the rise of crime comics has expanded 
to the mainstream in recent years), Asian comics 
offer a diversity found nowhere else in the 
world. Manga, as comics are called in Japan, 
offer a surprising variety of genres: action, 
sports, politics, romance and even cooking. And, 
of course, lots of horror. 

It’s no surprise that the mid- to late-’90s Asian 
horror movie boom has carried over into comics, 
and just like the movies, those comics are now 
being exported to North America. Unlike their 
North American counterparts, however, the vast 
majority of Asian comics are released as trade 
paperbacks - thick, book-sized editions usually 
pushing 200-plus pages mainly because many 
of these comics are sprawling stories spread 
across three, six or even fifteen volumes. The 
other difference is price; because they are trade 
paperbacks, most manga will gouge you 
between US$10 and $15. Given their length, 
though, manga are reasonably priced consider- 
ing the value of a typical American trade paper- 
back. 

There is no manga quite like Junji Ito’s Uzu- 
maki (three volumes; Viz Communications; 
Japan), available in English and possibly in any 
language. Some critics have gone so far as to 
proclaim Uzumaki the greatest horror comic 
ever. Surveying the roster of contenders avail- 
able in English, that may well be true. Uzumaki 
is not an easy comic to explain. In the broadest 
thematic terms, it’s about humanity’s essential 


ignorance and helplessness in a world both 
threatening and lacking reason. When described 
in terms of story, the series is simply about a 
town infected by spirals. That’s right: a town 
overrun by a shape that asserts Itself, for no 
clear reason, over and over through the lives of 
the townsfolk. 

As more spirals appear in increasingly cre- 
ative ways - think people turning into gooey, 
human-sized snails, spirals eating away faces 
from the inside and bodies growing and contort- 
ing to fill round baskets - obsessions grow that 
lead to shocking outcomes. Unlike many horror 
comics whose “shocks” and “surprises” are 
undercut by industry standards, Uzumaki forces 
readers to pick their jaws up off the ground at 
the end of each story. 

Most of the stories in the first two volumes of 
Uzumaki are self-contained. Though a larger 
narrative emerges in the third volume, the 
stand-alone stories are scarier. After all, what’s 
scarier than something that happens without 
logic or warning, with no sign as to how to stop 
it and no word on whether it will happen again? 
i/zuma/f/ becomes even more chilling when one 
realizes how frequent the spiral shape is in 
nature and, in turn, how vulnerable that makes 
the characters: suddenly spirals found in light- 
houses, pottery, tornadoes and in the very shape 
of our galaxy become threats. 

Ito’s reticence to offer an easily-digestible 
explanation for the infestation is to the series' 
credit. Too many horror offerings give readers all 
the information they need to fully understand, 
and dismiss, whatever they’ve just seen. Uzu- 
maki never quite explains itself, making the 
series all the more frightening. 

A lighter, but no less accomplished, strain of 
horror is offered in The Malay Mysteries (two 
volumes; Shoto Press; Indonesia/Japan), a pair 
of uniquely designed and printed comics drama- 
tizing Indonesian folk tales. The series kicks off 
with its darkest offering, Garlands of Moonlight, 
which is one of the prettiest titles to grace comic 
shop shelves in years. The story begins with the 
declaration that “There is something wrong in 
this village,” and indeed there is. 

Mothers and babies are dying in the night, 
their corpses found covered in vines. As the vil- 
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lagers search for an explanation - and a scape- 
goat - Marsiti, an old woman versed in the 
supernatural and herbal medicine, and Hidayat, 
a teacher whose faith lies in science, not 
spooks, investigate. The clues they discover 
point to a bodiless female monster as the culprit. 
But the villagers, eager for an explanation, 
blame Marsiti. The twists and turns of this 85- 
page tale are well thought out and wrap up in a 
chilling conclusion. 

The second volume. The Ghost of Silver Cliff, 
sends us back in time, to the point just before 
the conclusion of Garlands of Moonlight Here, 
we are given events that weren’t shown in the 
first story and are offered closure on that tale’s 
unsettling ending. In a much lighter story, Marsi- 
ti and Hidayat sail with a group of traders to a 
village bordered by the Silver Cliff, an area 
reputed to be haunted. There, Marsiti and Hiday- 
at encounter local legends, politics and a poison 
plot. 

Along with the unusual source of these sto- 
ries, both volumes of The Malay Mysteries (writ- 
ten by Jai Sen and drawn by Rizky Wasisto Edi) 
stand out because they are long rather than tall 
(they measure about a third the height of a tra- 
ditional comic). The books further distinguish 
themselves because they’re printed with a 
shimmery, silver ink that makes the pages 
sparkle when held at an angle under light. The 
ink, mixed with the size of the books, makes for 
an atypical package. 

In Priest (^5 volumes; TokyoPop; Korea), gun- 
packing priests kill zombie armies. Like Harvey 
Keitel’s character in From Dusk Til Dawn, Ivan 
Isaacs - the comic’s titular man of the cloth - is 
“a mean motherfuckin’ servant of God.” But, 
unlike Keitel, Isaacs is as much evil as he is 
good. 

Half of Isaacs became evil after he sold his 
soul to the devil Belial in exchange for the abili- 
ty to kill the legions of undead plaguing the Old 
West (the story says it’s Tennessee, but surely 
no part of Tennessee was ever quite so dusty or 
fuli of cowboys). Isaacs made the deal after for- 
saking God, rejecting his true love, being cruci- 
fied and pledging to fight the fallen archangel 
Temozarela and his servants. 

When it comes to killing demon cowpokes and 
rotting cattle rustlers, Isaacs is a sure shot. But 
when he is overcome by flesh-eaters, Belial 
takes over, turning Isaacs feral and offering him 
greater reserves of strength. He roams the land 
In classic Western fashion, trying to stop 
Temozarela’s minions from resurrecting their 
leader. That’s when the bullets start to fly. 

Each issue of Piiest is non-stop action, and 
while the story Is good, It’s the visuals that set 
this comic apart. Writer/artist Min-Woo Hyung’s 
art is significantly different from what -most peo- 
ple associate with Asian comic art. Rather than 
big, trembling eyes and too-stylish-for-words 
haircuts. Priest is furnished in a kinetic, angular 




Pop; Korea) tells the story of an 
island called Cheju that is over- 
run with demons, though most 
people don’t know it, and those 
who find out almost never live to 
tell about it. To make matters 
worse, there’s a serial killer 
stalking the premises. Into this 
mix comes Miho Won, a rich girl 
sent to Cheju to become a 
teacher and representative of 
her father’s business interests. 

Miho soon encounters the serial 
killer Pan, and learns that he 
may not be all his reputation has 
made him out to be. The two 
strike an uneasy truce, with 
Miho paying Pan for each demon 
he kills, using an enchanted 
knife and secret “magicks”. As 
the series goes on, mysteries 
spring up and questions go unanswered. Along 
with the demons, Miho and Pan confront pos- 
sessed children, a butler who is more than he 
appears, priests, monks and racist killers. 

The series, written by In-Wan Youn and drawn 
by Kyung-ll Yang, isn’t perfect. Island Ms prey 
to some of the less interesting tendencies of 
manga (or in the case of Korean comics, 
manwa): fights that exist for no other reason 
than to display characters’ powers and drag on 
for twenty pages, breasts heaving snugly inside 
tight shirts, cheesecake shots and, of course, 
the “cool” skateboard kid who is all sass and lit- 
tle substance. 

These weaknesses aside. Island is still an 
entertaining series. Kyung-ll Yang’s art is highly 
detailed and uses textures and fills to great 
effect. His compositions are smart and inventive, 
and his designs for the demons are terrific. And 
even though many of the boys end up looking 
like girls, Island is a visual treat. In-Wan Youn's 
story is fun, fast-paced and full of intrigue, to 
say nothing of the fascinating footnotes that end 
many of the chapters and provide background 
on aspects of the story. While Island may not be 
the most serious and deep manga ever pro- 
duced, it’s a lot of fun when you’re looking for a 
story with skull viruses, monsters and a whole 
lot of speed lines. 

Of course, these comics are only a sample of 
the vast bounty of Asian horror titles currently 
out there, and recent years have seen the trans- 
lation of works both old and new, including 
comics from Japanese horror masters of the 
1960s along with Junji Ito’s Gyo, a new series 
about deadly fish and a devilish island set for a 
Fall 2003 release. And if you happen to like hor- 
ror manga, you’re in luck. The current boom in 
book and comic stores alike makes it a good bet 
that there will be lots more coming. S 


A slimy horror from Uzumaki. 
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THIS HALLOWEEN, TODD A'lCFARl.ANE UNVEILS WHAT 
THE WlZAKl) OF OZ MAY HAVE LOOKED LIKE IF THE YELLOW BRICK 
ROAD LED STRAIGHT TO HELL. 



T he Wizard of Oz - as time- 
honoured and cherished a 
Hollywood tale as The Black 
Stallion and The Sound of Music. 
And yet, one can’t deny that it was 
the source of a few childhood 
nightmares; from those weird fly- 
ing monkeys to the Wicked Witch 
of the West, The Wizard of Oz may 
have had a sugary middle but it 
was ideas sinister and surreal that 
lingered in the imagination. Which 
is why this fable in particular is ripe 
for exploitation, and who better to do 
so than the man who corrupted toyland 
with six lines of Movie Maniacs and those Tor- 
tured Souls action figures? 

Welcome to the The Twisted Land of Oz, 
McFarlane’s truly warped riff on MGM’s cultural 
touchstone. Definitely “not for children under 
1 7,” The Twisted Land of Oz perverts the adven- 
tures of Dorothy and her dog Toto right down to 
the shoes. In the re-imagined story (available 
piecemeal with each toy), Dorothy is swept up 
by a metaphorical whirlwind of her emotions the 
moment she sets foot in an S&M shop. 


by Rod Gudino 


The results are lovingly showcased in McFar- 
lane’s second Monster Series, bound and blind- 
folded, Dorothy is branded by a group of evil lit- 
tle Munchkins while Toto looks more like a slug 
than a dog, what with his see-through flesh and 
a gaping sore where his mouth once was. The 
Lion fares little better; with cowardice traded in 
for unbridled fury, his flesh peels off in 
grotesque clumps, while Scarecrow is torment- 
ed by crows intent on depriving him of the face 
he has left. Next is the biomechanical Tin Wood- 
man, a murderous cybernetic nightmare com- 
plete with hand axe and exposed brain. And last 
but certainly not least is the Wizard himself, who 
now resembles a Renaissance madman with a 
mask, a respirator and a miniature scientist 
sidekick. 

McFarlane’s Monster Series 2: The Twisted 
Land o/Ozfigures will be available in stores this 
September. They stand between seven and eight 
inches in height, are articulated and come with 
their respective accessories. Flying Monkeys 
and Munchkin figurines available only through 
McFarlane’s Collector’s Club. Check 
www.spawn.com for details, and whatever you 
do, pray that somewhere, Kansas still exists. % 
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. / any genre fans lament the good old the crossover into harder horror with this, his The script concerns a fictitious haunted man- 
, / days of 70s horror, that long lost era second feature which has a planned limited the- sion once occupied by a turn of the century 

where style, atmosphere, sex and gore atrical release across the country starting on occultist named Albert Rsher who opens a 

were consummated so efficiently that we con- Halloween, to be followed by a special edition brothel in the mansion and performs mysterious 

tinue to hold them conspicuously dear to our DVD release later on. And despite his recent Satanic rituals that involve the murder of young 

blackened hearts. Media Blasters, until now work in softcore. West assures that F/es/j for the prostitutes. Many years later, the grand house 

specialists in reissuing horror and cult movies to Beast ls a straight-up horror film. has been inherited by a modern-day parapsy- 

DVD, have now set their sights on this very thing “I think it got the description of an erotic hor- chological researcher named John Stoker (Ser- 
-to recaphjre that vital essence once again with ror film because my name was attached to it," gio Alarcon), who takes an expedition into the 

a unique spin on the myth of the Succubi; the mild mannered director told Rue Morgue, house because It is considered the Holy Grail for 

female demons who fool men into trading sex “Plus the original working title was Succubi, so paranormal research. As the crew begins to 

for souls, all set in a grand Gothic mansion, everyone just assumed it was a softcore picture, investigate the mansion they encounter the 

Writer/director Terry M. West {Blood For the But in actuality, if you took the sexual content prostitutes from the past, now succubi or female 

Muse, Satan’s School For Lust) returns to his out of this movie, you’d be losing only 5 or 10 demons who trick the researchers into eternal 

darker roots after serving a lengthy term with El minutes, if that. Let’s put it this way, if you cut damnation through seduction. The characters 

Cinema, known for their cheesy (though admit- this movie, you could definitely show it on TV. (who are all named after the genre’s best known 

tediy well-directed) softcore But then it would probably suck because you authors, including Stoker, Clegg, Ketchum, Stur- 

smut titles. West makes wouldn’t get all that good gore!” geon and Shelley) succumb to their desires and 
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Flesh for the Beast: Sexy succubi and heaps of grue. 

soon become beast fodder... and only one person survives. 

The entire film was shot in the New York area with most of the action 
taking place in the mansion to preserve West’s intentions to give the 
film a European style evocative of the early Hammer films. The director 
also shot on grainy 16mm film stock and lit with the same lighting 
scheme that was available to European filmmakers in the ’70s. 

“1 grew up at the drive-in,” explains West. “I grew up on Hammer 
Rims, Texas Chainsaw Massacre and Night of the Living Dead, which 
set the standard for independent horror. When we went into this, we 
were originally going to shoot 24-digital, and then [producers John Sir- 
abella and Carl Morano] said, ‘no, no, let’s do film, let’s do 16mm 
because it lends itself to this kind of movie.”' 

West’s casting choices also add an unmistakable Euro flavour; the 
film stars Caroline Monroe {The Abominable Dr. Phibes, Maniad\ and 
Spanish actor Aldo Sanbrell {The Good, the Bad and die Uglifi along with 
European actor Sergio Alarcon, whom West describes as having just 
walked off a Fulci or Argento set. Actress Jane Scarlett was also cast in 
file role of Mary because she had a look reminiscent of Pamela Franklin 
{Legend of Hell House). 

Also, in keeping with the tradition of Eurohorror films, West promises 
that Flesh for the Beast m\\ be a no-holds-barred, balls-out gore-fest. 
And he couldn’t be happier, given that the financial backers - Media 
Blasters - have a healthy history in blood with releases like H.G. Lewis’ 
Blood Feast 2, Fulci’s Zombi 2, Tobe Hooper's Eaten Alive and the gore 
classic Burial Ground. 

“it's funny because 1 did stuff that just couldn’t be enough gore for 
fiiem," West laughs, "it was really funny to watch the executive pro- 
ducer and producer come in with buckets of grue to make sure there 
was plenty of gore.” 






GROUNPBREAKING THE HOWLING BITES BACK 
WITH A NEW SPECIAL EDITION DVD, COURTESY OF MGM. 


hough tieatres in the late 70s featured 
an astounding number of quality horror 
films, there were few, if any. North 
American werewolf films to achieve any sort of 
critical acclaim. All of that changed with the 
advent of a special makeup effects boom that 
saw young and hungry artists like Rick Baker 
and Rob Bottin willing to take on ambitious pro- 
jects (namely, the onscreen step-by-step trans- 
formation of man into beast). 1 981 was perhaps 
the perfect time for director Joe Dante to con- 
tribute to a brief resurrection of the werewolf 
genre with The Howling, reissued this August by 
MGM in a Special Edition, extras-packed DVD. 

With already one horror spoof behind him 
(1978’s Piranha), Dante set out to create a mod- 
ern werewolf tale where all the conventions and 
archetypes of the man-beast myth were thrown 
to the dogs, and audiences were treated with 
intelligence. The Howling m some ways became 
the authority for the modern werewolf film 
(although the debate continues to rage between 
this film and 1981’s An American Werewolf in 
London). 

“There was definitely a conscious attempt in 
The Howling to create a film that was self- 
aware,” Dante told Rue Morgue. “There hadn’t 
been any high profile werewolf movies for some 
time. The last one was The Beast Must Die 
[1974] and that wasn’t much of a werewolf 
movie and it didn’t turn any heads. So I wanted 


to make a werewolf movie that brought in a lot 
of contemporary elements. In fact, for the first 
twenty minutes you can’t tell that it is a were- 
wolf movie, it looked more like a slasher.” 

Dante says The Howling is certainly worth the 
Special Edition and rightly regards It as one of 
the more intelligent werewolf films made during 
the '80s. The film is based on Gary Brandner’s 
novel of the same name, with a screenplay by 
John Sales (Piranha, Alllgatoi), whom Dante 
credits for giving The Howling its brains. Never- 
theless, he is quick to point out that Bottin is 
chiefly responsible for the film’s success due to 
his mind-blowing makeup effects - an unprece- 
dented step by step transformation process. 

“We could not have made this film without 
Rob,” notes Dante. “Rick Baker was designing 
the werewolves, but then he left 
to do An American Werewolf in 
London, and Rob took over and 
he made some truly revolution- 
ary effects for the werewolves. 

I guess now The Howlin^s 
effects just look like any other 
movie, but at the time it was a 
huge deal.” 

In fact, Dante credits the 
effects as the main reason he 
was able to sell the movie, 
largely because exhibitors 
were impressed by his effects 
reel. Nevertheless, he says that his contempo- 
rary werewolf film is not a case of special 
effects over story. 

MGM seems to agree; their Special Edition 
reissue will feature a horde of extras including a 


brand new multi-part documentary titled 
Unleashing The Beast: Making The Howling, an 
older documentary filmed in the early ’80s 
called Making A Monster Movie: Inside The 
Howling, deleted scenes, a full-length commen- 
tary track with Dante, actress Dee Wallace, and 
actors Christopher Stone and Robert Ricardo, as 
well as outtakes, a photo gallery, and two trail- 
ers. All this after they had initially reissued The 
Howling in a bare bones DVD in 2001 . 

"Sometimes people do DVDs all wrong," says 
the director. “I repeatedly called people who I 
thought had ttie rights to the film, because the 
film has been through so many people and dis- 
tributors - including companies that have gone 
out of business - that no one really knows who 
owns what. Anyway, it turns out someone else 
had the rights to the film, and I 
just wanted them to redo the 
transfer, because the first DVD 
that came out looked horrible. I 
guess that’s what prompted 
them to do a whole new special 
edition.” 

True to their word, there’s 
enough fresh meat in this pack- 
age to satiate the hunger pangs 
of all rabid Howling fans, includ- 
ing Dante, who hopes the new 
edition is well-received by a new 
generation of genre fans. 

“I don’t know what modern audiences diink of 
the movie," he admits, and then adds, laughing; 
“It’s just an old movie like all the others, I guess, 
but I am sure they still like it a lot more than the 
sequels!” 
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MONSTERS CRASH THE PAJAMA PARTY 

Color • Dolby DigKal Mono > 2001 • 214 minutes • Not Rated • 
S19.99 • ID0805SWDVD • UPC 014381080520 • Horror 
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Freddy Vs. Jason: A party of decapitations, impaiings and arterial spray. 


BATTLE OF THE BOOGEYMEN 

fBUOy JASON 

starring Robert Englund, Ken Kirzinger and Monica Keena 
Directed by Ronnie Yu 

Written by Wes Craven, Victor Miller and Damian Shannon 
New Line Cinema 


The results are in kids - Freddy wins... 
PSYCHE! You didn’t think we’d spoil the 
long-awaited, hella-rumoured ending of 
Fi-eddy Vs. Jason did you? Hell, I’d rather 
chew broken glass ! At this point, that would 
be purely academic since you’ve all likely 
seen the movie by now anyway. For those 
ofyou who haven’t, you call yourself a fan? 
Get your hand out of your pants and go see 
this movie! 

Director Ronnie Yu {Bride of Chucky) has 
done for Freddy Vs. Jason what he did for 
the wilted Chucky franchise; distilled out 
most of the impurities and made the movie 
cool, bloody and fun without taking itself 
too seriously. With Sean Cunningham 
(director/producer of the original Friday the 
13th) on board as producer. Wes Craven 
(writer/director of the original A Nightmare 


On Elm Street) pushing the pen, and Yu’s 
unique directing style, the film turned out to 
be more than watchable and will likely be a 
hit with the fans (who should keep their 
eyes peeled for an updated version of a clas- 
sic Jason kill!). 

The movie opens with a montage-style 
prologue, giving up the history of each char- 
acter for the Freddy & Jason uninitiated and 
a requisite refresher for the rest, then it goes 
right into some major blood and boobs, all 
in tlie first five minutes (yeah!). Though 
Freddy’s got his usual tricks and one-liners, 
he’s gotten a facelift in his off-season to 
look more sinister (don’t worry, his face still 
looks like a can of smashed assholes), not to 
mention the added personality improvement 
- he’s pissed! 


The local authorities have 
seen to it that no one utters 
his name again with a mas- 
sive cover-up that includes 
institutionalizing anyone 
with any knowledge of the 
dream murderer and pump- 
ing them full of an experi- 
mental drug that suppresses 
their dreams (I know, but 
this is Hollywood!). Freddy 
enlists the help of our friend 
Jason Voorhees by resur- 
recting him using the dear 
old mom psychology and 
giving him directions to 
1428 Elm Street, Spring- 
wood, Ohio. Freddy’s inten- 
tions are to shake up the 
town again using Jason as a 
macabre puppet, making 
people think Freddy is 
responsible and thereby giv- 
ing the gloved one the necessary power to 
return from his ten-year absence. The only 
problem for Freddy is that Jason is “one 
pissed-off goalie” who won’t stop killing 
once he gets to Springwood... ah, you just 
can’t keep a good man down can you? 

At the risk of getting hate mail, 1 have to 
admit my vote was for Jason all along, but 
the new and improved Freddy did raise the 
coolness factor of the movie, since his char- 
acter was suffering from the effects of bad 
writing for far too long. While it should by 
no means be considered fine filmmaking - 
there is some anticipated cheese-ridden dia- 
logue, and the premise is ridiculous - here 
are some things you can look forward to in 
Freddy Vs. Jason: decapitations, bifurca- 
tions, eye gougings, impaiings and arterial 
spray aplenty (cornin’ at you like a 100 psi 
power sprayer baby!). May the best man 
win! 

Jen Vuckovic 
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There are movies that never get the chance to make an impression on us, 
iargely because they get disquaiified by tiie crappy combo of a bad titie, poor 
box cover art and iame tagiine. At the risk of being accused of prejudging what 
couid be an overiooked gem (not likeiy) we bring you, dear reader, a chance to see for 
yourseif. A last chance.... 

VIRUSES, VOODOO AND VAIVOLIKE 



Artist View Entertainment 

Two years and four screenwriters later, somebody figured out ttiat if Ghost Rig (originally 
called The Devil’s Tattoo back in 2001) was repackaged and renamed, it just might actu- 
ally make some money - by tricking people into thinking Biey were renting Ghost Ship. 

That cockamamie scheme may just be the best thing about this shipwreck of a movie in which a group of young 
environmentalists decide to take over a doomed oil rig. After an excruciating amount of subpar dialogue and dull 
melodrama, bad things finally start to happen. Flashlights and radios stop working and, gulp, some bad weath- 
er moves in. Then people start dying. Is it a virus? Is it a voodoo curse? Is it worth it? As much as I want to say 
“hell, no!", the one redeeming factor is a neat little twist ending that almost makes the whole mess worthwhile. 
Key word: almost. 

Body Count: 10 

Percentage of Demon-Possessed People Who Sound Like Pinhead: 100 

FAKE BIOOD, FAKE BREASTS, REAl BORING 


Shadow Entertainment 

Maddy (Debbie Rochon) Is starting out a new job and making new friends. Her new 
boyfriend introduces her to The Murder Club, a group of beautiful boys and girls who like to hang out in hot tubs 
and kill people. Desperate to join, Maddy chalks up her first kill and is horrified to find out that The Murder Club 
doesn’t actually exist but is only a prank made up by her new friends. At the same time, a Michael Myers-esque 
killer is slicing, strangling and electrocuting anyone sporting silicone-stuffed sweater stretchers or six-pack abs. 
Though the movie starts out with a topless Julie Strain and a good disemboweling, it quickly degenerates into 
a series of lacklustre killings and an ending that’s about as convincing as O.J. Simpson's testimony. Scariest 
moment? Guy mincing about in a lime-green speedo. 

Body count: 9 
Naked guys/girls: 4/4 

Cool cameos: Lloyd Kaufman and Brinke Stevens 

GOOFY GOTH GRUE it 



Brain Damage Films 

Boone and Chrissy are two goths who meet a goth girl named Goth at a goth bar. Goth tt > 
introduces them to a new drug called White Light and then races them off in her goth- 
mobile to rape overweight massage pariour girls, torture overweight hotel hookers and kill a couple of swinger 
goths along the way. She also rapes a non-goth, teases Chrissy and Boone by calling them posers (ouch!) and 
goads them Into proving how “goth” they are by making them kill and rape people. The film suffers from a weak 
premise, a back story that is told through tedious flashbacks and shaky camera work. If you consider yourself 
a goth, this film will probably offend you; if you want to be scared, this film will undoubtedly bore you. If you 
want to see scary gotiis, go to the mall. 

Body count 13 

Number of Times the Word “Goth” is Uttered; 54 

GoU)s Wearing Pantera T-shirts: 1 

Bonus: Watch for the magic refiliing glass of Absinthe! 

Last Chance Lance 



SOME MOVIES AOE 
SETTER LEFT 
UNWATCHED 


SAB«ET0ni« 

Starring David Keith and Vanessa Angel 
Directed by James D. R. Hickox 
Written by Tom Woosley 
Lions Gate Entertainment 

How many low-budget, nature-runs-amok 
movies have to fail miserably before people 
get the hint? Very few of them work, and 
Sabretooth is yet another senseless entry in 
the long, tired saga of prehistoric animals 
cloned, genetically engineered, and set 
loose on the present-day world. Think of it 
as Jurassic Park, minus the dinosaurs, the 
park, and the, uh, entertainment. 

A truck driver transporting the titular tiger 
falls asleep at the wheel, rolls the tmck into 
the woods, and makes possible the sabre- 
tooth’s escape, accompanied by the requi- 
site mauling. Vanessa Angel and John Rhys- 
Davies (the dwarf guy in the Lord of the 
Rings movies) play the scientists who want 
their creation brought back alive and hire a 
hunter (Keith) who shows up for work in 
full safari regalia - Jumanji-sy\t\ Tagging 
along for the ride is a nerdy zoologist who 
wears a shirt proclaiming “Extinction 
Sucks!” Of course, a group of trail guides- 
in-training are caught in the middle when 
they become tiger-mauling fodder. This 
group is a fairly pedestrian mix of the gutsy 
female leader, conflicted ex-boyfriend, 
asthmatic nerd, nubile victim, and the token 
black guy. Asleep yet? 

While Sabretooth does possess a certain 
monster-falling-off-the-back-of-a-truck 
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CITY OF LOST SOULS 

"...a turbo-chafed piece of 
blood-drendied gangster lunory' 
-JraSHJSP, Midnight Eye 


BLACK ROSE 

From Kinp Fukosoku, director of 
the cult hit "Bottle Royale" 


AUDITION 

"...a toy amazing film" 

- Rob Zombie, musioan and him director 
"House Of 1,000 Odrpses" 


JUNK 

.a must have for zombie fons" 
-UURAVlOlENTtaNE 


EVILDEADTRAP . 

of the Contemporary 
Japonese Horror Films" 
-Japanese OnOTO Essaitiol Handbook 


STAa 

WARN I NG - This film amtoins scenes 
vwth chainsows, graphic gore, e<fteme 
violence and girls in bunny outfits! 
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MACABRE 


charni, it has none of the 
deliverable laughs of, say, 

Eight-Legged Freaks or 
Return of the Living Dead 
Part 2. At times the dia- 
logue is particularly amus- 
ing, though perhaps unin- 
tentionally so (when Rhys- 
Davies first leams of the 
sabretooth’s escape, he 
asks if it was wearing a 
collar!). 

With a thin script like 
this, sometimes spectacu- 
lar creature effects can sal- 
vage a film. Not in this 
case, however. The special 
effects start off passable, 
with some decent close-up 
animatronics, then degen- 
erate into cartoony CGI, 
which has the sabretooth 
looking like something that wandered out of 
The Flintstones. No doubt about it. Sabre- 
tooth is a dull, uninspired movie in a sub- 
genre that should have faced extinction long 
ago. In fact, it makes movies like Anaconda 
look good. 

Ian Rogers 

THi NIHILIST'S MANIFESTO 



Irreversible: Gaspar Noe 's unrelenting spectacle of violence and pessimism. 


Starring Monica Bellucci, Vincent Cassei and 
Albert Dupontel 

Written and directed by Gaspar Noe 
Lions Gate Entertainment 

“Time destroys everything,” notes an 
incestuous pedophile at the opening of Gas- 
par Noe’s Irreversible, and, considering 
what unfolds over the ensuing 95 minutes, 
one hopes he’s telling the truth. That partic- 
ular line of dialogue, dropped innocuously 
at the outset of this unrelenting spectacle of 
violence and pessimism, is almost enough to 
justify the many punishments the film levels 
on the human eye. 

Repeatedly banned, controversial in the 
extreme and deceptively profound, Irre- 
versible is / Spit On Your Grave for the intel- 
lectual set, a nihilist manifesto that pummels 
the viewer with scenes of graphic murder 
and rape while posing an age-old problem 
(why do bad things happen to people?) with 
a twist: are these things fated or merely the 
product of chance? 

Weaving like a drunk on a bender, the 
camera captures the fury of Marcus (Cassei) 
as he scours the dim depths of a gay bar in 
search of the man who brutally raped and 
mutilated his girlfriend Alex (Bellucci). And 


like that same drunk recalling the story, the 
glimpses move back through time, haphaz- 
ardly veering in and out of the dramatic 
action as it gradually discloses the motiva- 
tions and situations that make the central 
events all the more distressing and the 
film’s question more problematic. 

By the time the movie is over, you’ll have 
burned in your mind the face of a hapless 
homosexual as it gradually caves into a 
twitching, pulpy mess from repeated blows 
with a fire extinguisher, You’ll have ago- 
nized over a nine-minute rape sequence that 
will surely go down as one of the most hard- 
to-watch scenes in cinema history. All of 
which does not make Irreversible a horror 
movie by any stretch, though it is clearly a 
movie of many horrors. 

Like non-genre directors Martin Scorsese 
and Sam Peckinpah before him, Gaspar Noe 
rises to the challenge of breaking bound- 
aries of onscreen violence and contributes 
much to the genre in the process. His char- 
acters are alive, his dialogue inspired (and, 
in fact, mostly ad libbed), his shots con- 
vincing and devastating. Whatever the 
backlash his film has received, it’s obvious 
to us that this movie is far more than an 
update on the rape/revenge canon; Irre- 
versible has a lot more on its mind than 
what is at its gruesome centre and shares a 
kindred spirit with the movie it borrows 
from the most — Christopher Nolan’s 
Memento. 

Set against the suggestion that chaos and 
randomness drive human existence or, con- 
versely, that the most heinous crimes could 
be fated from the beginning of time. Irre- 
versible makes a hard case for the inherent 


cruelty of the universe we inhabit. A consid- 
erable achievement. 

Lions Gate’s DVD presents the film in 
widescreen, with trailers and a few extras of 
little interest. 

Rod Gudino 

THE MONSTER INSIDE 
THE MAN 


Starring Moritz Bleibtreu, Justus V. Dohnanyi 
and Oliver Stokowski 
Directed by Olivier Hirschbiegel 
Written by Mario Giordano (novel), 

Christoph Darnstadt, and Don Bohlinger 
Lions Gate Home Entertainment 

The popularity of cinematic serial killers 
is usually chalked up to the element of real- 
ism. With audiences having every conceiv- 
able alien, ghost, mutant, and murderous 
leprechaun thrown at them, it’s no surprise 
they embrace (in)human monsters like Ed 
Gein, Nonnan Bates and Hannibal Lecter. 
Das Experiment is even more compelling 
because instead of featuring social misfits it 
shows how easily average men commit 
atrocities when empowered. 

It’s based on the infamous Stanford Prison 
Experiment of 1971, in which a paid group 
of 24 college-aged men entered a mock 
prison situation where some were guards 
and the rest prisoners. The guards were 
instructed to maintain control using any 
means necessary except violence. The goal 
was to study “the psychology of imprison- 
ment,” but the two-week experiment was 
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Das Experiment: Men turn into monsters when good people are put in an evil place. 


halted after only six days when the guards 
turned sadistic and the prisoners became 
sick with depression. 

Das Experiment takes the story to con- 
temporary Germany where journalist Tarek 
Fahd (Bleibtreu of Run Lola Run) goes 
undercover to Jumpstart his career with a 
first-hand expose on the test. He ups the 
stakes by taunting the guards, but pushes 
them too far, particularly the sadistic Berus 
(Dohnanyi). What starts with the Jailers 
using discomfort and humiliation tactics 
like rousing the prisoners in the middle of 
the night and confiscating their clothes, 
leads to stuff that makes military hazing 
seem like a junior high pajama party. When 
the guards evenmally turn on both the pris- 
oners and researchers, the social contract 
disappears quicker than you can say “Lord 
of the Flies.” 

Despite a lame subplot involving a 
woman Tarek sleeps with before joining the 
experiment, an unlikely (and completely 
fictionalized) ending, and not a single 
wicked warden named lisa, the movie is a 
hit. Olivier Hirschbiegel’s cold, rigid direc- 
tion sharpens an already tense situation, but 
the morbid curiosity of watching men 
become beasts is the real hook. And because 


the subjects are “regular” guys, empathy 
comes easier than in the standard prison 
movie. The Stanford researchers asked 
“What happens when you put good people 
in an evil place?” Das Experiment con- 
cludes the leap from man to monster is 
frighteningly small. 

Dave Alexander 

SLEEPLESS IN TAIWAN 


Starring Tony Leung, David Morse 

and Rebe Liu 

Directed by Chen Kuo Fu 

Written by Su Chao Bin and Chen Kuo Fu 

Columbia Tristar 

Here’s a novel idea: two cops who just 
happen to be opposites are forced to work 
together to solve a mystery. One cop is a 
self-assured pragmatist used to doing things 
his way, and the other a by-the-book officer 
with a strong belief in the supernatural. 
Original, no? Although Double Vision takes 
a cue from Hollywood and beats a long- 
dead horse into the afterlife, director Chen 
Kuo Fu twists the standard detective thriller 
into something, well, a little more twisted. 


Hong Kong A-list actor 
Tony Leung is Huang, a 
stress-ravaged cop with 
mounting job and family 
problems. He’s assigned 
to investigate a series of bizarre murders 
where morally bankrupt victims die under 
baffling circumstances. A corporate polluter 
drowns in a bone-dry office, an adulteress 
bums to death in her undismrbed apartment, 
and a priest linked to the illegal weapons 
trade is found disemboweled in bed. 

If the premise sounds familiar, that's 
because it’s essentially pinched from a sec- 
ond season X-Files episode called Sleep- 
less. Instead of dream projections and Viet- 
nam veteran test-subjects, however, DV 
attributes the deadly hallucinations to a fun- 
gus found in the victims’ brains. Stumped, 
the Taiwanese police enlist the help of FBI 
serial killer specialist Kevin Richter (David 
Morse: Green Mile, Twelve Monkeys), who 
mbs the locals the wrong way, but with 
Huang’s help connects the case to a Taoist- 
mn technology firm trying to fulfill an 
ancient prophecy. Where would supernatur- 
al thrillers be without ancient prophecies 
anyhow? Not very far, as the investigators 
learn upon discovering a “chosen one’’ with 
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Double Vision: A detective thriller with heady aspirations. 


French Connection, Schei- 
der’s last memorable role was 
as Doctor Benway in David 
Cronenberg’s Naked Lunch... 
and that was 1991. More 
recently, Scheider has joined 
Mickey Rourke as the king of 
straight-to- video. 

So it was with trepidation 
that I fed my DVD player 
Dracula II: Ascension. Lord 
knows I’ve spent countless 
hours taking one for the Rue 
Morgue team in order to warn 
you off, beloved reader, from 
the purest cinematic offal. 
Against expectation, though, 
Dracula II is not thoroughly 
heinous, although that’s as 
close to a compliment as I can 
give it. 

Craig Sheffer (Nightbreed) 
stars as Lowell, a crippled med 
school prof whose students 
find themselves with Dracula 


freaky twin pupils in one eye and a horde of 
followers willing to die for her. And maaan, 
do they ever die for her with gore and CG 
limbs flying everywhere. 

Double Vision is the most expensive Tai- 
wanese film ever made, and it shows. It 
aspires to be more than just a tricked-out X- 
Files episode by taking the double vision 
metaphor of the two cops looking at the 
same case through very different viewpoints 
and explores it through developed charac- 
ters - something increasingly absent from 
its American counterparts. 

David Alexander 


AN AMIABLE 
TIME-MASTER 

DimtyLH II: PENSION 

Starring Jason Scott Lee and Craig Sheffer 
Directed by Patrick Lussier 
Written by Joel Soisson and Patrick Lussier 
Dimension Home Video 

Most movie fans - especially horror buffs 
- develop an elaborate system of clues to 
sniff out bad movies. Dracula II: Ascension 
boasts three of my favourites: 1) The “Wes 
Craven Presents” tag; other examples 
include They, Mind Ripper, and that abor- 
tion misleadingly dubbed Carnival of Souls 
(which had nothing to do with the creepy, 
brilliant original). 2) It's a sequel: Blade II. 
Aliens, sure, but these were sequels to good 
films. I admit, I have not seen Dracula 2000 
but I recall the scorn heaped upon it (and 
only a 5.0 rating on the IMDB!). 3) Roy 
Scheider's name on the cast list: once 
Oscar-nominated for All That Jazz and The 


himself on the mortuary slab. Offered $30 
million by the mysterious Eric (John Light) 
for the body, the students, including Low- 
ell’s infected squeeze Elizabeth (Neal), 
agree. But hot on their heels is Father 
Blade... sorry, Uffizi (Lee), a vampire 
hunter and “priest with a secret” who has 
the regenerative powers of his bloodsucking 
quarries and can walk in daylight. He has 
been charged by Cardinal Siqueros (Schei- 
der) with not only destroying Dracula, who 
is never named outright, but also forgiving 
him. Only then can the “first” vampire be 
truly destroyed. 

Given that it was filmed for one-tenth of 
the original’s budget, Dracula II (filmed 
simultaneously in Romania with Dracula 
III: Legacy, due out next year) is a good- 
looking production. Lee gives an intensely 
physical perfonnance as Uffizi, one of the 
only characters besides Light’s Eric to 
exhibit a personality, and there’s genuine 
chemistry between Dracula (Stephen 
Billington replacing Gerard Butler) and the 
about-to-tum Elizabeth. 
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I’d heard plenty good about this six-DVD collection of Duffy’s fourth season, but still won- 
dered why would you want to buy something that's still In regular syndication and you can 
tape off television for free? Having now reviewed all 22 episodes and the excellent special 
features 1 can wholeheartedly recommend cutting off your cable for a month and immers- 
ing yourself in the S/ayer universe exclusively and ad-free. Creator Joss Whedon and his 
team had a great foundation for this package: the best season of BTVS thus far - Buffy goes 
to college, Willow gets a Wiccan girlfriend - and the best episode of the show ever, Hush. 

This daring surrealist silent episode nominated for an Emmy, is the only really scary bit of 
fiufiythey’ve ever made, worth watching even if you don’t like the show. Whedon explains 
in the special Hush featurette that he wanted a whole generation of kids to grow up afraid 
of his mute, polite heart plunderers The Gentlemen, and he created some gorgeous, 
grotesque television in the process. The original script and Whedon’s commentary for Hush 
are highlights of this package. (Three other episodes get the commentary treatment from 
Whedon, Seth Green or the writers.) 

Personally, I love season four because Spike the sexy English vampire becomes a regular 
cast member, and there’s a long Spike featurette for girls like me to drool over. Other excel- 
lent additions are made-for-DVD docs on Green’s werewolf character Oz as well as BTVSs 
music and sets, which illustrate how creative the cast and crew have been with limited 
resources. Still gallery and cast bios are as ho-hum as they usually are. 

There is something major missing from this collection though, any contributions from 
Geller or the main cast members. And for fans whining about the lack of letterbox, Whedon 
has included a note to defend maintaining the ratio he created for TV. Still, there are hours 
of viewing pleasure within this box. Tune in. 

Liisa Ladouceur 



The film’s main problem, besides a silly 
plot and almost zero character development, 
is its insistence on keeping Drac bound for 
the majority of its scant 81 minutes. Only 
during the inevitable showdown between 
Uffizi and Dracula is he unleashed. The 
film’s status as a “middle” child, to be fol- 
lowed by next year’s Legacy^ means, too, 
that it feels imfinished. An amiable time- 
waster, yes, but who wants their horror ami- 
able? 

Sean Plummer 

A FRESH (SITAKE ON 
VAMPIRE MOVIES 



HftPPEN HT SONDOWN 

Starring J. Scott Green, Masha Sapron 
and Jocasta Bryan 
Written and directed by Marc Fratto 
Insane-O-Rama Productions 

Ever wonder what the Sopranos would be 
like if they were blood-sucking vampires? 
How about the Thompson Twins? Strange 
Things Happen at Sundown is an equal- 
opportunity vampire flick, with those lov- 
able bloodsuckers occupying every kind of 
Job you can imagine (and even a few you 
probably couldn’t). There are vampire 
goodfellas, vampire hit-men who still listen 
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in martiai arts mayhem like you've never seen, all in "Venom of the Ninja!" Be the fimt one on your block to see all the full-frontal butt kicking 
extreme action! 
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to Poison, 443-year- 
old vampire house- 
wives, vampire bom- 
again Christians (no 
lie), and of course, the 
dark, brooding vampire hunter - and not a 
single cliche, eye-rolling, Victorian fruit 
with fangs that has made most of us come to 
hate the vampire flick so much. In fact, 
director Marc Fratto has described Sh-ange 
Things as a vampire movie for people who 
hate vampire movies. Bless his wretched lit- 
tle heart, because he’s right! 

Sporting an Altman-esque cast of charac- 
ters, the film focuses on Marcel and Amy, a 
vampire couple on the run from the vampire 
Mafia after ripping them off for a hundred 
large. To get their money back, the vampfel- 
las (who also produce a virulent breed of 
pot that turns its victims into undead Ston- 
ers) hire The Reaper - a vampire hit-man 
who favours rainbow tube socks and 
machetes (“I like to take big gulps,” he 
quips before slashing a victim’s throat). The 
Reaper lives in a spotless home on Long 


Island with his wife, a June Cleaver neat- 
freak with a serious case of Tourette's and a 
penchant for virgin girlies. In the back- 
ground, we’re treated to the hatchet work of 
the vampire hunter, a woman seeking 
revenge against the vamp who killed her 
husband and “turned" her. It’s an epic tale in 
much the same vein (pun vigorously intend- 
ed) as Dark Shadows, though without the 
soap-opera melodrama. 

Of course, no vampire movie would be 
complete without the requisite “forget 
everything you think you know about vam- 
pires” speech. But don’t go thinking this is 
a typical shot-on-video vampire movie. 
Strange Things works because Fratto treats 
vampirism not as an unholy curse but as a 
kind of gruesome puberty that each of the 
characters must come to terms with (best 
seen in one character’s inability to make her 
fangs come out). Also, the action doesn’t 
focus on vampire parlor tricks. In fact, 
we’re told right away that vampires — real 
vampires - can walk around in the daylight, 
don’t turn into bats, and have day jobs like 


everyone else. This kind of blue-collar mys- 
ticism (or de-mysticism) is personified in 
one scene where a vampfella opts to use a 
baseball bat to throttle a stoolie instead of 
attacking with his fangs. The man is a vam- 
pire, but he’s still a Mafioso, and nothing 
says “Whatsamattawitchou?” like a bat to 
the head! 

Overall, Strange Things is a bloodsoaked 
laugh-riot chock full o’ story, blood, blood, 
and a lot more blood! Additionally, if you’re 
looking for a lascivious thrill, Strange 
Things Happen at Sundown has more 
screaming, writhing, bloody, nubile bodies 
than any other vampire movie you'll see 
this year. The film’s only failing is its two- 
hours-plus runtime. It could stand to have a 
good half hour sliced from it to achieve per- 
fection, but in terms of originality it gets 
two bloody thumbs up from Rue Moi-gue'. 

Ian Rogers 


CiiKMacabre cont'd on page 66 


strange Things Happen At Sundown; Dark Shadows without the soap opera melodrama. 
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The Asian invasion continues, but is J-horror getting watered down? 


J-HORROR JUGGERNAUT! 


RECYCLED BUT DAMN SCARY! 

jy-ON: THE GHHOGE 

starring Yui Ichikawa, Misaki ito 
and Megumi Okina 

Written and directed byTakashi Shimizu 
Kadokawa Shoten Publishing Co., Ltd. 

“Ju-On; a curse born of a grudge held by 
someone who dies in the grip of powerfui anger. 
It gathers in the places frequented by that per- 
son in life, working its spell on those who come 
into contact with it and thus creating itself 
anew.” 

In the tradition of The Ring, Japan brings us 
another “chain of horror” -type film to make your 
skin crawl and hide behind couch pillows - and 
they do this oh-so-well. The trouble is, our mem- 
ories are just too darn good and it appears the 
Hollywood disease is starting to infect our 
blessed J-horror with none other than the “recy- 
cling of ideas" virus. Sadly, it seems Japan has 
its own cliches in the horror genre that are dilut- 
ing the impact of their efforts by recycling 
themes we’ve all seen before (ahem, Ringili. 

In 2000, director Shimizu unleashed Ju-On to 


Japanese television. The shot-on-video horror 
piece was hugely successful and a few months 
later its sequel aired, which was largely a disap- 
pointment as over forty of the movie’s 76- 
minute running time was rehashed material 
from the first movie. Nevertheless, Jo-On 2 was 
a ratings whore as it swallowed up viewers in 
the millions in the Far East. Capitalizing on the 
success of his first two TV movies, Shimizu re- 
invented the story for theatrical audiences with 
Ju-On: The Grudge. This is one of those rare 
cases where the TV movie version surpasses its 
theatrical remake; I’ve seen all three movies and 
the TV version, although less bloody, makes the 
most sense. 

Boiled down, Ju-On: The Grudge is really a 
haunted house story. It’s difficult to follow the 
plot because it is told in character-oriented 
vignettes that all loosely relate to the house, but 
one thing’s for sure, that house is as haunted as 
they come! It seems that everyone who comes 
into contact with the totally freaky looking spec- 
tres in this place dies horrifically and gets turned 
into ghosts themselves. There’s a white-faced 
little boy who howls like a cat, a truly frightening 
thing waiting in the attic (that comes out for 


some exercise at the end which is well worth the 
wait) and the man who started it all, the kind of 
family man who decided he wanted out of this 
world and took his wife and kid with him, if you 
get my drift. 

Overall Ju-On: The Grudge is ultimately too 
derivitave of The Ring to wholly impress but I 
must say, it will most definitely creep the living 
hell out of you with some of the most original 
scares I’ve ever seen. Recommended viewing 
from Rue Morgue for the scare factor alone! 

Jen Vuckovic 

RING FOR DOOM SERVICE 

I«E HAPPINESS OE IHE KAIAKHIIIS 

Starring Kenji Sawada, Keiko Matsuzaka 
and Shinji Takeda 
Directed byTakashi Miike 
Written by Kikumi Yamagishi 
Chimera Entertainment 

“You can check out anytime you want, but you 
can never leave,” sings Don Henley on The 
Eagles’ Hotel California, but he might as well 
have been crooning about The Happiness of the 
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Katakuris. Really. In Takashi Miike’s latest, 
guests have a habit of checking out during the 
night and getting buried in the woods behind a 
quaint country inn. After dad ioses his job as a 
shoe salesman, he moves the rest of the 
Katakuri family (loyal wife, spry grandpa, ex-con 
son, boy-crazy daughter, young granddaughter, 
even the dog) to the woods so they can run an 
inn together. Now all they need is for developers 
to get that new road built so business can pick 
up. 

When their first customer appears late one 
night, things are lookin’ up until he commits sui- 
cide in his room. Fearing news of the death 
would drive potential visitors away, the 
Katakuris bury the corpse in the woods. When 
subsequent guests die under bizarre circum- 
stances, the backyard body count rises. Then 
the family gets word the road is a go - right 
through their makeshift graveyard! The situation 
is further complicated when the daughter falls 
for a con man and the police show up. 

The black comedy-of-errors is based on a 
1998 Korean film called The 0£//efFam//y (avail- 
able on all-region DVD at www.hkflix.com). The 
original, written and directed by Ji Woon Kim, is 
an amusing look at how seemingly normal kin 
turn into the Addams Family when death 
becomes routine. Instead of a young grand- 
daughter and a grandpa, in Kim’s version there’s 
a second daughter and an uncle. But if you think 
that’s the biggest difference between the origi- 
nal and the remake, well, you’ve obviously never 
seen a Miike film. 

The genre-jumping Japanese director behind 
madness like Fudoh, Ichi The Killer, Visitor Q 
and Audition (see ffAflfSS) has about as much in 
common with cinematic convention as he does 
with Don Henley. Sure, there's a narrative in 
Katakuris about the family that digs graves 
together stays together, but that’s just sand for 
the playground. 

The real fun is in all the colourful diversions 
Miike builds around the plot. Foremost there are 
the musical numbers, which mimic everything 
from The Sound of Music to Broadway to 
karaoke and music videos, including a bit where 


decaying corpses dance and 
sing like happy-go-lucky 
rejects from a Michael Jack- 
son video. If that’s not loopy 
enough, there’s plenty of Jan 
Svankmajer-style claymation. 

In the opening scene, a crea- 
ture crawls out of a woman’s 
soup, falls in love with her 
uvula, rips it out, and flies off 
to eat it. 

To properly convey what 
makes Miike tick, Chimera Entertainment offers 
a DVD with killer extras, including a half-hour 
making-of documentary, translated director 
commentary, comprehensive bio material, and a 
32-minute interview where the director explains 
his unique take on topics such as death and 
genre (“1 have no attachment to a particular 
theme,” he says). It's a disc worth owning for all 
those dying to live it up at the Hotel Katakuri. 

Dave Alexander 

BLOOD AND GUTS, 

BUT NO BRAlN 

ama ii[iwen 

Starring Yosuke Eguchi, 

Miwako Ichikawa and Yoshio Harada 
Written and directed by Joji lida 
MTI Video 

Right off the bat, it must be said that this con- 
tribution from the producer of Ringu and the 
director of Rasen (Ringu 2) in no way holds a 
candle to some of its brothers and sisters from 
Japan’s bloodfest factory. Its concept of evil 
jumping from person to person in order to keep 
hidden is one we’ve seen many times before 
(The Hidden, Fallen, and The Thing come to 
mind). Sometimes it's even hard to tell which is 
worse: the dialogue or the yard-sale translation 
of the subtitles. But, worth watching? You better 
believe it. 

“Something” (as it’s referred to in the movie) 


has come from the sky to 
kill, kill and kill some 
more. It hides in a 
human host while it car- 
ries out its nasty deeds - 
which consist of brutally 
murdering people and 
removing their brains 
(the first victim’s juicy 
gray matter is found 
boiling in a pot on the 
stove). The cops are left 
chasing their tails as each of their suspects 
eventually meet the same grisly fate - leaving 
the two lead investigators (Eguchi and Harada) 
convinced that what they’re dealing with is 
“something” unhuman. Unfortunately, even by 
the end of the movie, what that “something” is 
seems much clearer to the characters than it is 
to viewers. Alien? Demon? Who the hell knows. 

But what is so satisfying about Another Heav- 
en is that director Joji lida’s command for visual 
storytelling is pitch-perfect. The movie is packed 
solid with colourful, nightmarish imagery. Every 
frame of lida’s nightmare is so beautifully com- 
posed, so lavishly designed and lit, that I truly 
can’t remember watching anything so lush since 
Spider (the mere mention of which should make 
Rue Morguds head hatchet Mr. Gudino’s blood 
boil - see /?A#31). The movie is also sickly 
funny (pay particular attention to tie weak- 
stomached cops who show up at each of the 
crime scenes), and lida manages to stick his 
schtick into Heaven's most gruesome moments. 

Alas, it’s also about half an hour too long, due 
mainly to a wishy-washy climax that takes for- 
ever to resolve. But if you keep your expecta- 
tions low, this popcorn rental is bound to deliv- 
er... if only after you’ve rented everything else on 
Rue Morgue's must-see list. Another Heaven is 
no Battle Royale, that’s for sure; but as far as 
mindless-blood-and-guts-entertainment goes, 
this one is pure heaven. 

David Dupont 


from the producer of Ik original “THE flIfIG” 
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GOUEGOILES: EIGST CGI lIGS 

Starring Sebastian Croteau 

Written and directed by Alexandre Michaud, Augustine 
Arredondo and Kevin Lindenmuth 
Heiitimate Studios 

Alex Michaud, stockbroker and Guru of Gore from La 
Belle Province, burst onto the indie scene with the ultra- 
gory cannibal gutmuncher Urban Flesh in1 999. The film 
was subsequently banned in three countries, including 
Canada! What greater honour is there for an indepen- 
dent filmmaker? Four years later, hie mayordomo of 
mutilation is about to unleash three projects on gore- 
hounds the world over. Rue Morgue had an early look 
at his most inspired concept. 

Goregoyles is the first in a projected series of col- 
laborative anthology films featuring two 45-minute 
shorts from independent auteurs - fat-free horror 
shot on digital video and made really, really cheap. It’s creativity 
through budget constraints, folks, what independent cinema is all about. 

The first segment is Arredondo’s debut long film. The Holy Terror. This kid has some seri- 
ous talent and his film is a unique sun-bleached nightmare. A man possessed by a demon 
becomes a pawn between the church, who wants to kill him, and a mysterious demonic 
cult that wants to use him for their own ends. It looks fantastic and has a star turn from 
the lead, Robert Harvick. Very impressive stuff; watch out for Arredondo! 

Kevin Lindenmuth contributes the second short, Berserker, an homage to all things Fulci. 
Filmed on a porch and sporting a parade of rotting zombie head models, it’s a surprising- 
ly effective and amusing tale of the apocalypse featuring an ancient, undead Viking demon. 
There is also some hilarity with a loop of intestines that is not to be missed! 

Goregoyles repuses the classic horror host schtick. It’s a night with Uncle Dodo (Croteau), 
he’s crass, he needs a bath and he’s funny as hell. Along with the film, the DVD has a good 
amount of extras, including an interview with Michaud, a video for the theme song, a slab 
of slammin’ death from Montreal metallers Anonymous, the unexpurgated Uncle Dodo 
footage, and a making of featurette on The Holy Terror. Unfortunately, this is where the 
screener ran out, but you can be guaranteed more than two hours of entertainment for your 
dollars. Visit Heiitimate Studios at www.helitimate.com and send Michaud your love and 
money; he deserves it. 

The Gore-Met 




GOGGOR 

Starring Danny Lopes, Lizzy Mahon 
and The Amazing Kreskin 
Written and directed by Dante Tomaselli 
Elite Entertainment 

American indie filmmaker Dante 
Tomaselli turned a lot of heads a couple of 
years ago with his debut feature Desecra- 
tion. a bleakly trippy low-budget gem aptly 
dubbed “Dali Does Dario” by Rue Morgue's 
Tom Dragomir. This remarkable film was 
too surreal and eccentric to secure Next Big 
Thing status for Tomaselli, but he did seem 
destined to accumulate a devoted cult fol- 
lowing. Desecration was largely non-linear 
and open-ended but never felt like cheap 
manipulation, because unlike many of his 
contemporaries, Tomaselli was able to keep 
things ambiguous without insulting our 
intelligence. 

In his follow-up, the bigger-budgeted 
Hoiror, he hosts another open-house in his 
own private hell, this time with rather more 
mixed results. Ambitious and beautifully 
photographed, Horror often stumbles but 
never actually falls, and if the end result is 
indeed less impressive than Desecration, it’s 
still a pretty unsettling viewing experience. 

In Tomaselli’s expressionistic nightmare, 
five teenage drug addicts escape from a 
rehab clinic and lam it to the home of Rev- 
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erend Salo (Kreskin), an evangelistic medi- 
um who has lured the teens out of the treat- 
ment centre with vague promises of salva- 
tion. Upon arrival at Salo’s house, ring- 
leader Luck (Lopes) guns down a middle- 
aged couple he finds tormenting a beautiful 
girl who turns out to be Salo’s granddaugh- 
ter Grace (an intense performance from the 
captivating Lizzy Mahon); Luck is soon 
astounded to find out that the couple he shot 
were acmally Grace’s psychotic parents. 

The killings tear a kind of supernatural 
rift in reality and our world becomes a sur- 
real hell where the dead walk, the living go 
mad and time itself is an evil prankster. The 
scheme is not completely devoid of clunk- 
ers, and while Tomaselli never falls back on 
unreality as an excuse to throw common 
sense out the window, a number of his scare 
devices do seem arbitrary and some just 
don’t work at all. There’s that goat, for 
starters. For all that the species is linked 
with Satan, a goat simply wandering around 
the set on its own just ain’t scary, even if it 
is a black one with huge horns and the kind 
of ominous blue backlighting that goats 


probably envision whenever they fantasize 
about starring in a horror film. In fact, it’s 
just kinda cute. 

Tomaselli does clarify a number of murky 
points on the DVD’s commentary track but 
leaves a lot of very obvious questions unan- 
swered. He’s admirably frank about his own 
past and the resultant longstanding fixations 
and phobias that have provided inspiration 
for his films. He’s also pretty straightfor- 
ward about the themes, imagery and layered 
reality in both Hoiror and Desecration, but 
I found myself fhistrated by the lack of 
information he coughs up regarding more 
practical matters. He makes no mention, for 
instance, of how mentalist Kreskin, a long- 
time resident in the where-are-they-now 
file, wound up in the film, or whether the 
name of Kreskin’s character was taken from 
Pier Paolo Passolini’s infamous film Salo, 
Or One Hundred Days of Sodom. It’s equal- 
ly curious that he doesn’t even mention 
sequences in Horror that appear to pay 
homage to The Evil Dead, The Fog and 
Night of the Living Dead. Neither does he 
reveal anything about his religious back- 


ground or lack thereof, although I’d be will- 
ing to bet next month’s rent that anyone this 
obsessed with the concepts of sin, penance 
and salvation had to have been raised 
Catholic. 

When interviewed by Gary Butler for 
RM#27 last year, Tomaselli spoke of two 
upcoming projects; Apparition, a final 
chapter in a trilogy that includes Desecra- 
tion and Horror, as well as Satan 's Play- 
ground, which the director described as 
“more straightforward” and having “a raw, 
Texas Chain Saw Massacre and The Hills 
Have Eyes kind of vibe - very minimalist.” 
As curious as I am to see the talented 
Tomaselli further explore his hallucinatory 
netherworlds, I find the idea of this same 
director tackling more earthbound material 
— and thereby having to reign himself in 
stylistically - much more intriguing. 

John W. Bowen 
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Killer Me 

Point Blank Films 
contact: info@killerme.com 


With Killer Me, first-time filmmaker Zachary 
Hansen has unleashed the most self-assured 
indie feature we've seen in a long time; a dark 
and moving dramatic piece that recalls the 
strongest work of European auteurs like Claire 
Denis and George Sluizer, yet it’s strikingly orig- 
inal. Starring George Foster (whose conspicuous 
features recall a young Harvey Keitel) and new- 
comer Christina Kew, the film focuses on a con- 
flicted multiple murderer who is enrolled in a 
criminal psychology class at the local college, 
and the troubled, vulnerable female classmate 
who is amorously drawn to his secret darkness. 
Despite the vicious tendencies of its lead char- 
acter, Killer Me is poles apart from your average 
serial killer film, believe it or not. With this odd 
romantic pairing as vital to the narrative as a 
violent neurosis, the film is actually a love story, 


even a charming, sensitive one. It’s comparable 
to the best parts of last year’s Red Dragon 
(Fiennes and Watson), but without the hindrance 
of a Hollywood mindset catering to some idiot 
demographic - the characters here are human 
beings, the killer here isn’t necessarily a heart- 
less monster, and there’s even redemption. 
Director Hansen spins his tale like a master, 
with some of the most fantastic, suspenseful, 
and poignant scenes the genre has to offer. 
Flawless. 

Were-GrrI 

Happy Cloud Pictures 
contact; happycloudpictures@hotmail.coni 

The directorial debut of Pittsburgh actress 
Amy Lynn Best, Were-GrrI is a short film that is 
leaps and bounds above most first-time efforts. 
Its budget is scant at best, and in a technical 
sense it’s nothing to write home about, but it’s 
far more entertaining than most flicks that come 
across our desks - regardless of budget. There 
are two reasons for this: it was made with a lot 
of heart, and it’s got a damn good script. The 
film follows Leslie (the wood-induc- 
ing Lanier), who is stricken with an 
old Gypsy curse - namely, whenev- 
er there’s a full moon out she trans- 
forms into a butch lesbian, sporting 
work boots and a mullet and prowls 
bars in search of ladies to seduce 
into the sack... and she does! Were- 
GrrI is a film about lesbo girl power 
in the best sense of the term, a fun 
celebration of smokin’ bodies and 
sexual liberation peppered with 
hilarious and clever dialogue and strong perfor- 
mances from all. Best knows how to direct 
actors, but perhaps her greatest asset is that 
she knows she isn’t making Citizen Kane or 
even The Evil Dead. Her script called for a light 
little horror-comedy and she straight-up deliv- 
ered without a single ounce of pretension. 


Check out www.happycloudpictures.com for 
purchase info on this gem and exclusive scoop 
on her latest movie. Severe Injuries. 

Dr. Shock’s Scary Stories 

After Shock Productions 
contact: aftershock@buckeyeinet.com 

I gotta give props to my gore-slingin’ homies 
from Toledo, Douglas G. Agosti and Lance Otto 
Smith; the no-budget moviemaking duo respon- 
sible for last year's Dr. Shock's Tales of Terror 
(see RMU2S for our rave 
review) has done it again with 
Dr. Shock's Scary Stories. And 
they’ve done it better. This 
time around, the good doctor 
offers up two shorts: Bullet For 
A Vampire involves a group of 
ruthless mobsters who whack 
a fortune teller and are then 
consumed one by one by a 
vengeful bloodsucker from the 
pits of hell; and The Dead And 
Breakfast follows a pair of twin 

brothers making millions on the Inter- 
net by hawking beef jerky and auto 
parts. Things turn sour for the two, 
however, when a rogue gang of bikers 
stumble across their business and dis- 
cover the gruesome secret of their suc- 
cess. Agosti and Smith, despite the lack 
of resources at their disposal, possess 
a raw and true filmmaking talent that 
shines through every crimson frame as 
they deliver the blood-drenched goods 
with an unabashed love for the genre, 
and a confidence that’s rarely seen in the unin- 
spired, product-minded B-movie world of today. 
Dr. Shock's Scary Stories is a wild, zany, and 
hilarious comedic horror tape that’s as mania- 
cally sadistic as it is funny and a breath of fresh 
puke - it’ll have you howling and hurling at the 
same time! X 
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Starring Toshiro Mifune. Isuzu Yamada and Minoru Chiaki 
Directed by Akira Kurosawa 

Written by Shinobu Hashimoto, Ryuzo Kikushima, Hideo Oguni 
and Akira Kurosawa 
The Criterion Collection 


Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow may creep in its petty 
pace from day to day but Akira Kurosawa certainly didn’t. The 
Japanese auteur’s filmed adaptation of William Shakespeare’s 
Macbeth condenses storylines, dispenses with key characters 
and distills the Scottish play down to four acts instead of five. The 
result is a lean tragedy shrouded in fog and the supernatural. 

Despite these changes, Throne of Blood, released in 
Japan as Kumonosu jo (it translates to “Spider Web 
Castle"), remains mostly faithful to its source materi- 
al. Longtime Kurosawa leading man Toshiro Mifune 
(Red Beard, The Seven Samurai) plays the Macbeth 
character Washizu, a stout-hearted general loyal to 
Lord Tsuzuki (Takamaru Sasaki). Together with long- 
time friend and fellow warrior Miki (Minoru Chiaki), 
the Banquo substitute, they quash a rebellion by the 
traitorous warlord Fujimaki. Triumphant, they ride 
back in a rain storm to Tsuzuki’s fortress through the 
Spider Web Forest, a treacherous wood whose mis- 
leading paths confuse even them. Lost in the forest, 
they encounter an evil spirit (Chieko Naniwa) who tells their 
future: Washizu will become lord of Tsuzuki’s Cobweb castle, 
^hile Miki’s son will succeed him. 

Flush with this seeming good news, though doubtful of its 
pracity, the pair return to ttieir Lord, who promptly promotes 
*iem just as the spirit predicted. But this success is not enough 
Washizu’s wife, Asaji (isuzu Yamada), who sees treachery 
where. She convinces her husband that Tsuzuki’s pending 
t^sit is a pretext to assassinate him and that he must strike first. 

;hizu reluctantly agrees and murders his lord, sethng in 
l%obon the wheels of his own demise. 

J^But does he, in fact, set those wheels in motion himself? 
|tejrowsawa strongly implies that Washizu has no choice, that his 
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actions - and subsequent death - are preordained and thus unpreven- 
tible. This frankly terrifying idea, that men have no say in their lives’ out- 
come, is perhaps Throne of Bloods greatest recommendation as a hor- 
ror film. 

There are others. Naniwa’s forest spirit is a stark, androgynous figure 
in white whose evil laughter is chilling. Creepier still is Yamada’s Asaji; 
her Lady Macbeth is a cold-hearted realist who barely moves or even 
looks at her husband (and when she does you wish she wouldn’t). Asaji's 
descent into madness, culminating in her relentless washing of her invis- 
ibly bloodstained hands, is made that much more disturbing by there 
being no water in her basin. Out damned spot, indeed. 

As usual, Criterion’s newly released package is impressive. The full- 
screen image is remarkably clean for a 46-year-o!d film, as is the sound, 
which is especially impressive during the many storm sequences. Japan- 
ese film expert Michael Jeck comes off as a good-natured pedant on his 
commentary track, but he does place file film within its historical and 
artistic context, making note of Kurosawa’s departures from the Shake- 
spearean text (mostly done to clarify motives and condense action) and 
explaining the influence of the pre-Kabuki Nob theatre, a movement 
which makes Throne of Blood a distinctly Japanese film and not merely 
a Japanese version of an English stage play. Also of interest is a choice 
of subtitles, one in standard English, the other In a Jacobean dialect 
which preserves more of the formality and artistry of the Bard’s words. 

Not surprisingly, the highlight of Throne of Blood temams Mifune. Kuro- 
sawa’s favourite actor (he starred in sixteen of the director’s films) con- 
veys terror, amusement and horror wifii equal aplomb. It is an intensely 
physical performance, filled with horseback riding and some swordplay, 
but it is Mifune’s face which sells the film. 

Take note, high schoolers: Throne of Blood is no substitute for seeing 
or reading Macbeth, but it is a fascinating visual addendum to your Coles 
Notes. 


Sean Plummer 
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Indigo Entertainment 

Embrace the Darkness III is absolutely every- 
thing that softcore horror porn should be. Hell, it 
should be handed out as a primer. In fact, the 
movie ended with a twenty-minute cold shower 
- by your faiMjl smut reviewer girl. 

Embrace easily charges ahead of most other 
smut films, even before the fimt orgasm is had. 

and for you 
breeders, it pro- 
vides orgasms- 
o-plenty. Yes, you 
read that right, 
this isn’t your 
typical girl-on- 
girt stuff, and 
dammit it when it 
comes to steamy 
scenes it deliv- 
ers: I couldn’t pry 
my eyes from the 
screen. Now. ! 
should also men- 
tion that alt this 
knee-quivering, 
libido-coaxing action also rides in on a great 
plot. Hot. Never mind that its cast of sumptuous 
actors of both genders can actually act. Hotter, 

Young vampire Jennifer (Brooke Larele) is only 
beginning to learn who she Is when she meets 
two men. The first, a persistent newspaper 
reporter who falls in love with her and eventual- 
ly slams her in the middle of a bookstore (note: 
don’t watch this film alone) and the second, a 
dark and powerful vampire named Victor (Ty 
Winston), who is the proprietor of a posh sex 'n' 
blood club. Victor’s plans may begin with seduc- 
tion. sex in a multitude of interesting positions 
and the gift of beauttfuf promiscuous lesbians 
who come and then become dinner, but what 
Victor really craves is Jennifer’s power. As a pure 
vampfre, she has absolute elemental control that 
makes her destined to become the all-ruling 
vixen vampress, which she chooses to ftjifill - 
violently. 

za_auE MOR(^ ; 



I really don’t care that the bonus features of 
this disc are limited, because after watching 
blood-smut like this, you have no business still 
hanging around on the couch indulging in the 
exfras! This film wall pound its heat deep into 
you. Do not miss it. Now. for me, it's time for 
another cold shower. 


not clever, and the only bites you’re bound to j 
get are the ones from chewing off your arm i 
trying to sit tfirough it. Oh, and for the record, 

] never needed to see a man with facia! hair 
in a fairy godmother costume. I’ll be wearing 
the soais from this little misadventure for 
weeks to come. S: 
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Seduction Cinema 

Sometimes there is notfiing harder than keep- 
ing myself from pounding on the fast forward 
button. Vampire Vixens proves it; within five 
minutes of some of the worst dialogue and un- 
funny melodrama ever committed to softcore 
cinema, i’m begging them to bring on the 
naked girls before ! bludgeon myself to death 
with the remote control. Yes. it’s that painful. 

Vampires are usually a safe bet for smut 
fodder but here they are totally wasted, 
mostly because someone 
decided to turn this one into 
a slapstick comedy. BIG 
mistake. Let me say it 
again: buffoonery and 
smut don’t mix! The vam- 
pire plotline and the 
porno are so tenuously 
connected that you 
might as well be 
watching two differ- 
ent movies. The 
only thing remote- 
ly worth watching 
would be the one 
with the hot girl 
action: the other is 
packed full of feces 
jokes and bad digitally 
superimposed vampire women 
chasing screaming nerdy men 
around in circles, 

Not even the sexy-iicious Misty 
Mundae or Darian Caine can save this 
flop. Vampire Vixens is not sexy, not funny, 
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starring Nobuhiro Kajima, Miyuki Akiyama, 

and Christopher Murphy 

Directed by Noriaki Yuasa 

Written by Nisan Takahashi 

Retromedia 


Neariy ten years after the smash hit Godzilla, 
the numerous sequeis, and the giant iizard’s 
estabiishment as an intemationaiiy recognized 
culturai icon, fellow Japanese studio Daiei took 
up the task of challenging Toho with their own 
green fighting machine; Camera, a giant turtie 
with the power to fly, travel in space and breath 
fire. There were a few key differences between 
the Godzilla and Camera films though. Camera 
suffered from a much lower budget and his 
movies were more family-oriented with children 
often starring as main characters. Ironically, 
they were also more gory and violent - children 
were treated to scenes of Camera receiving 
tremendous gashes and spilling his blue blood. 
Retromedia has dug up the prints for two of 


” llESIliyULimNEISjlSEBim 

- Starring Mari Atsumi, Carl Clay, 

, and Koji Fujiyama " 

Directed by Noriaki Yuasa 
Written by Nisan Takahashi 


Camera's early direct-to-American-TV features 
to satisfy your movie monster fetish. 

Destroy All Planets involves a giant alien squid 
named Viras who attempts to gain control of 
Camera and use him as a 
weapon against mankind. In 
order to gain a better under- 
standing of what makes him 
tick, Viras peers into the giant 
turtle’s mind to read his 
thoughts, which seem to con- 
sist of stock footage from the 
past three Camera films. 

That’s right, Destroy All Plan- 
ets is so poverty stricken, the 
producers went ahead and 
spliced it with fight sequences 
from past films, including one 
black-and-white segment from 
the original Camera film, in the 
middle of a colour feature! From these scenes it 
can be deduced that Camera loves children and 
that the two boy scouts were abducted in order 
to bait him. Viras then decapitates his hench- 
men in order to gain the power to grow to a size 
sufficient enough to tackle the giant turtle. 

Up next is the bizarre Attack of the Monsters, 
again revolving around two American and 
Japanese boys who, this time, find a flying 
saucer and manage to navigate it to a planet 


inhabited by two alien women (lo^i 
similar to the Japanese), who lure the b 
with donuts and milk in an attempt to eat tfftfr 
brains. The aliens also have control over Guironr 
easily one of the coolest look- 
ing Japanese monsters ever, 
complete with his giant knife 
head and the ability to shoot 
ninja stars. Luckily, Camera is 
there to save the day, and a 
truly over-the-top slug-fest 
ensues, including one 
sequence in which Camera 
does a gymnastic routine to 
gain momentum. 

Both films are taken from 
well worn prints and presented 
as 1.33:1 pan and scan. There 
is significant wear and tear 
and neither one looks much 
better than any old VHS tape you may have kick- 
ing around. Also included are two photo gal- 
leries, which include some shots from what 
appears to be an anatomy atlas of Japanese 
monsters. 

ADV has released the modern, surprisingly 
mature Camera films; Retromedia gives you 
your chance to see the truly whacked-out ori- 
gins of the world’s mightiest fire breathing tur- 
tle. S 
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Think you^e fiQt: 
afhaid of ,the DARK? 

WINK AGAIN: 


Phone 1-800-275-2470 


The Art Institute 
of Pittsburgh^ 


RAMSEY CAMPBELL 


The Dahkesit 
Pa)^ of ,t)ie 
Woods 


EDITED BY 
ELLEN DATLOW 


• Vacuform Technologies 

• 5llicone Mold-making 

• Radio/Cable Controlled 
Puppets 

• Props, Polyfoam Weapons 

• Electrical, Mechanical 
and Computer Anir^tion 


A family’s fates are entan- 
gled with an ancient 
forest and the mysterious 
spirit who haunt it in a 
disturbing from a master 
of terror and suspense. 

0-756-30766-9 ] Visit www.ramseycampbell.com 

Available in hardcover OCTOBER 2003 


‘*[CampbelPs] stories take place in a world 
full of threat and insinuation, where even 
the most contemporary objects shine with 
a sinister light.** — Peter Straub, author of Mr. X 


transportation arxl toy 
design. Mousing, financial aid 
(if qualified) and excellent 
employment assistance. 

Call today for details! 

Classes now starting. 


Special effects, PLUSt I 
progressive industrial design 
training including product, , 
environmental, 


The Dah,k 

An all-star collection of 
terrifying, original ghost 
stories, featuring fiction 
by Ramsey Campbell, 

Kathe Koja, Kelly Link, 

Joyce Carol Oates, 

Gahan Wilson, and 
many more. 

0-765-30444-9 

Available in 'hardcover OCTOBER 2003 

Praise for Ellen Datlow’s A Whisper of Blood 

^^Another edgy, eclectic collection from 
the genre’s sharpest assembler of 
strange, dark fictions.** — William Gibson 







MANGAMANIA 

CLUB OFAMEBUCA 


centralparkmedia.^ 

World Peace Through Shared Popular Culture™ I 


pentral Parle Media Corpnation. Original Japanese < 
Tademarks ol Geniral Park Media Corporabon. All o 


'Spint Warrior Revival of Evir @1994 Makoto Ogino/Stiuelsha IncJPony Carryon/Phxieer LDC Inc 
xlucis are trademarks of th^r respective owners. Ad rights reserved. 


From the Director of Metropolis and X; The Movie 
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Dead & Buried: Carnival of Souls meets EC Comics with a dollop of ’80s slasher. 


LOVECRAFTIAN COOLNESS ABOUNDS 

D[IIDUyillED|l9SI|DVD 

Starring James Farentino, Melody Anderson and Jack Albertson 
Directed by Gary A. Sherman 
Written by Ronald Shusett and Dan O’Bannon 
Blue Underground 


It was one of those movies that looked 
way too scary to actually watch. As a chick- 
en-hearted suburban teen wandering the 
aisles of his local Blockbuster. I must have 
passed by the big clamshell VHS box of 
Dead & Buried countless times. But just 
looking at the cover image - a peaceful but 
obviously dead face poking up through a 
cracked desert floor as clouds scud across 
the full moon in the background - sent too 
many real shivers down my spine for me to 
even contemplate a rental. Plus, 1 told 
myself, the cashier would never be so irre- 
sponsible as to let a 14-year-old watch such 
an obviously scary movie. Would they? 

Well, 19 years later, I’m settling down to 
watch Blue Underground’s two-disc, 
revamped, extras-packed, limited edition, 
extra shiny Dead & Buried DVD with nary 
a shiver to report... yet. (At this rate. I’ll be 
brave enough to buy milk at the comer store 
by myself by the time I hit 40.) 


So was it worth the 
prolonged wait? In a 
word, YEAH! Dead 
& Buried plays like a 
demonic (inverted) 
cross between Herk 
Harvey’s Carnival of 
Souls and those old. 
black-hearted EC Comics where corpses 
rise from the grave seeking vengeance, all 
served witli a generous dollop of ’80s slash- 
er gore smeared on top. 

James Farentino {The Final Countdown) 
stars as Dan Gillis, the sheriff of Potters 
Bluff, a tiny fishing community where 
strangers are wannly welcomed before 
being bratally murdered, only to reappear 
around town as fine, upstanding citizens. 
Gillis enlists the aid of the town’s elderly 
coroner/mortician, G. William Dobbs (Jack 
Albertson), a cranky eccentric with a fond- 
ness for big band music whose attention to 


detail in the reconstruction of damaged 
corpses goes a little too far. Now-forgotten 
starlet Melody Anderson, at the time fresh 
off her non career-making performance in 
the massive flop Flash Gordon, plays Gillis’ 
school teacher wife Janet. Is there a reason 
Janet is teaching her students about voodoo 
and the reanimation of corpses? 

Dead & Buried's cult reputation has 
bloomed over the years thanks to several fac- 
tors: a genuinely creepy atmosphere (credit 
cinematographer Steve Poster), solid acting 
(especially from veteran Albertson in his 
final film role), a pre-Freddy Krueger 
appearance by Robert Englund, gruesome 
gore effects and the notoriety of credited 
screenwriters Dan O’Bannon and Ronald 
Shusett, hot off the success oi Alien. 

Certainly Blue Underground’s resurrection 
(no pun intended) of Dead & Buried is war- 
ranted, and they’ve done a stellar job. Disc 
One contains, count ’em, three commentary 
tracks. I’ll admit to watching the film a sec- 
ond time while listening to director Gai-y A. 
Sherman’s track. He details the film’s rela- 
tively painless production as well as the 
post-production machinations of its 
investors who forced Sherman to add gore 
that didn’t fit his version of the film. It’s an 
enlightening commentary and illustrates the 
ongoing struggle between the artists and the 
money men in Hollywood. The second track 
features co-writer/co-producer Shusett and 
actress Linda Turley; the third, cinematogra- 
pher Poster. 

Disc Two includes three feamrettes, 
two of them must-see. Stan Winston’s 
Dead & Buried EFX is an interview 
with the effects guru who would go on 
to create Jurassic Park’s live action 
dinosaurs. Winston comes off both 
humble and enthusiastic as he 
describes how he created the film's 
most infamous scares, the hypoder- 
mic-in-the-eye sequence and the 
screaming burned corpse. Dan O’Ban- 
non: Crafting Fear is Just as frm as the 
man himself. O’Bannon comes off as 
a bit of a wily old coot, but the man’s 
insights into the script, including his Love- 
craftian inspirations, are fascinating. Less 
compelling but mildly amusing is Robert 
Englund: An Early Work Of Horror. 
Englund, a bit player in Dead & Buried, 
offers few insights beyond his confession 
that sexy co-star Lisa Blount’s performance 
awoke a certain “vampire hominess’’ in the 
cast and crew. Well worth the moolah, or a 
rental - if you’re over fourteen and ready to 
be spooked. 

Sean Plummer 







the stomach for it, and oddly touching. The 
director himself claims it’s quite popular 
among women, seeing as our ghoulish hero- 
ine chooses to live her life the way she sees 
fit, no matter what the cost. It is a more pol- 
ished effort than the first, but less nihilistic; 
more romantic (if you can believe it) and 
involving. It’s these very dichotomies that 
make it such a bewildering and repellent 
viewing experience. 

Barrel Entertainment’s deluxe double disc 
set is packed with goodies. Commentary by 
Buttgereit is fimny and revealing; a docu- 
mentary showing the creation of “the 
corpse’’ is fascinating and disc two features 
H. Kopp’s stunning scores to both Nekro- 
mantik films. You’ve, like, totally been 
warned! 

Chris Alexander 

TOO LITTLE. TOO LATE 


LOVING THE DEAD. LITERALLY 

mulANIin|]SSI|DVD 

starring Monika M. and Mark Reeder 
Written and directed by Jorg Buttgereit 
Barrel Entertainment 

Every once and a while I see a film that 
genuinely shocks me. Nekromantik 2 
shocked me. In fact it genuinely sickened 
me. There really were times that I found 
myself choking back bile, my eyes tearing 
up, my trigger finger dancing over the scan 
button on my remote. Everyone has their 
visceral panic button and mine apparently 
involves pretty women making love to rot- 
ting, pussing, gaseous and putrescent dead 
flesh. 

Blame German art house sicko Jorg 
Buttgereit. His first foray into the dubious 
“loving dead’’ series was 1987’s Nekroman- 
tik, a super-cheap and ultra-sick foray into 
sexual dysfunction that featured one of the 
most fucked up literal “climaxes” I’ve ever 
seen. That suicidal blood-cum-masturbation 
sequence is repeated here over the opening 
credits and it remains a doozy. 

N2 picks up shortly thereafter, as a wan- 
dering necrophiliac (the stunning Monica 
M.) visits the gravesite of the first install- 
ment’s now-dead wanker, digs his sticky, 
slime-soaked shell up and drags his dead ass 
home. The divine Miss M. then proceeds to 


strip and mount the mound of maggot meat, 
licking his bloody abdomen and going 
down on his dessicated dong. Of course, the 
flesh is long past fresh and the spoiled blood 
causes her to puke. Lovely world we live in, 
huh? 

Eventually Monika meets a nebbish 
named Mark (Reeder) who dubs pom films 
for a living - at this point, the film stops 
“dead” to become a sort of Harold and 
Maudish ode to misfit love. She decides to 
get rid of her other, livid, 
near-liquified lover by slowly 
hacking him apart in the bath- 
tub. She keeps his head and 
puts his cock in the fridge (I 
don’t get out to see many rot- 
ting human bodies, but this 
shit looks uncomfortably 
authentic). After Mark recoils 
at an absolutely horrific seal 
autopsy videotape, she real- 
izes that she just has to be 
herself, culminating in an 
impossibly perverse ending 
that not only outdoes the 
original but brings new meaning to the term 
“giving head”. 

After much dry heaving. I’ve come to the 
following conclusions: Buttgereit is an 
auteur and Nekromantik 2 is a really well 
made piece of rebel, transgressive filmmak- 
ing. It’s also perversely funny, if you have 



Starring Eduardo Noriega, Jordi Molla and 
Natalia Verbeki 

Written and directed by Mateo Gil 
Venevision International 
It’s horrible when a writer has nothing to 
say. Trust me, I know. Which is maybe why 
I identified so much with Simon Cardenas, 
the flawed hero of Spanish director Mateo 
Gil’s imeven thriller Nobody Knows Any- 
body. 

Based on a book by Juan 
Bonilla, Nobody Knows Any- 
body {Nadie conoce a nadie 
in the original Spanish) fol- 
lows Simon (Eduardo Norie- 
ga), a would-be novelist 
wasting his talents writing 
newspaper crosswords. Both 
Simon’s ambitions and love 
life are in a depressing hold- 
ing pattern; his friend Father 
Andres (Pedro Alvarez-Osso- 
rio) asks to read the novel he 
hasn’t yet written and his girl- 
friend Ariadna (Paz Vega) is getting tired of 
his indecisiveness. 

Then Simon receives a phone call. The 
synthesized voice orders him to include the 
word “adversary” in his upcoming Sunday 
crossword. It also indicates that it knows 
where his teacher roommate Toad’s (Jordi 
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Hai:srwOOD ^JALJTY DEOTAL PROSmEnCS FOR JUST ^21!! 

Our Pf?0[X^tS^ ^REATEDJJSING T>^E'Hla^ES^ QUALnY DENTAL MATa?ife§^D EACH SETj 
PROaUCTS THA'^rt LIKE A MC^PIECE OUR APPUANCES COVERONLY THE FTONT OF YOUR 1 
DIFFEI^NT STYLES. FOR ORDERIN^ IN^RMATION, CHECK US OUT ON THE WEB AT WWW.DEN 
Devil PRQSTNenQcouRTisY Scream Team Inc. 
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Save up to 60% and more 
on selected fantastic Sideshow 
12 inch Universal Monster 
Action Figures. 


MONim ikMm 


Be SURE to visit our WEBSITE 
for more great products and more 
great savings. WWW.ABOYD.COM 


fiWIffl 


These figures are limited to 3500 copies so if you 
miss them now who knows when you'll get the 
chance again? 

These incredible prices won’t last forever so act now! 

Be sure and request a FREE catalog with your order 

*Price does not include shipping and handling. Call 1-888-458-2693 


Regular Price $40.00 

SALE PRICE $17.00* 


to order. Order ONLINE at 


WWW.AB0YD.COM 
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INVISIBLE INVAOEBS/JOUBNEY ED 
IBESEVENlll PEHNEE |1353/ISS2| DVB 

Starring John Agar 

Directed by Samuel L. Cahn/Sidney Pink 
Written by Samuel Newman/lb Melchior and Sidney Pink 
MGM Home Entertainment 

MGM’s Midnite Movies line is nearly always a blast, and they keep getting better with their 
double feature DVDs, which bring together films under some particular theme, setting the 
viewer up for a unique drive-in experience. This time MGM looks to the heavens and finds 
stock footage, curvaceous babes, low-budget horror and great entertainment from the end of 
Hollywood’s sci-fi horror boom. 

We begin with Invisible Invaders, one of fifteen movies director Samuel L. Cahn made dur- 
ing the years 1959-1960. As the story goes, the moon is populated by a species more 
advanced than the human race but unknown to us because they are invisible. Because Earth’s 
population is finally becoming a little too advanced, the moon men decide it’s time to invade. 
Their method? Populate the Earth’s dead. Interestingly, the majority of the action takes place 
inside a bomb shelter where an unlikely group of heroes must work together to find a way to 
stop the aliens (keep in mind this movie predates both Plan 9 From Outer Space and Night of 
the Living Dead). 

Although invisible Invaders is little more than cardboard actors in cardboard sets using mun- 
dane dialogue in between stock footage of plane crashes and explosions, it is nevertheless 
surprisingly entertaining. Lead man John Agar knows how to handle a B-movie monster or 
two, having played a significant role in everything from Revenge of the Creature to Tarantula 
to this DVD’s second feature, and there are a series of dramatic moments (one involving B- 
movie mogul John Carradine) that are so bad... well, you know. Luckily for Invisible Invaders, 
what was once insultingly bad Is now charming and funny (sort of like my love life, actually). 

Flip this baby over and we’ve got even more clever aliens with which to contend, on Jour- 
ney to the Seventh Planet Writer/director Sidney Pink follows up his legendary Angry Red 
PlanetmVn another voyage into our sinister solar system, this time to Uranus. An evil presence 
rules this world, the first clue being that the frigid planet actually resembles the astronauts’ 
native Denmark and is populated by the babes they left at home, including Greta Thyssen and 
Ann Smyrner. Once the astronauts figure out what’s going on - which is a lot longer than it 
takes the audience - they enter the cave to do battle with the evil alien. 

Again, its hard to keep a straight face when reviewing a B-movie whose purpose was to 
generate money forty years ago and not to create ideas with long-term relevancy, but if we are 
to critique tiiis film for its value as schlocky 1 960s sci-fi horror, then yeah, Journey to the Sev- 
enth P/anef delivers. The dialogue is deliciously hammy, tiie girls bring on the eye candy, and 
all the iconography and archetypes of drive-in science fiction are preserved. 

As with many of MGM’s Midnite Movies, the transfers for both films are fine, if not spectac- 
ular. Invisible Invaders is black and white, but the colour in Journey is quite sharp. Both films 
have trailers, as expected. 

Aaron Lupton 


Molla) parents live, ensuring Simon will 
comply. At the same time, strange things 
start happening around Seville. As the popu- 
lace begins celebrating Holy Week, the 
seven days of Easter, a priest dies from sarin 
gas emitted from a statue of Christ. Simon 
witnesses the priest’s death and calls upon 
Maria (Natalia Verbeki), a reporter at his 
newspaper investigating Ore mysterious inci- 
dents, to help him make sense of what he 
saw. 

From there, Simon’s world starts crashing 
in around him as he begins to suspect Toad 
of masterminding a Satanic plot to disrupt 
Holy Week and frame him for the murder of 
Father Andres. With his options running out, 
Simon is forced to choose between playing 
the dangerous game before him, and either 
winning (saving Seville) or losing (dying) as 
a consequence, or not playing at all. It’s a 
thematic parallel to Simon’s own life, of 
course: he can either take chances - and 
have something to write about - or go back 
to his crosswords. 

Director Mateo Gil is perhaps best known 
to North American audiences for co-writing 
Abi-e los ojos (1997), which Cameron Crowe 
would remake a few years later as Vanilla 
Sky. That was another story about identity 
and how it is constructed, themes he contin- 
ues to explore here, albeit less successfully. 
Put some of the blame on Noriega, also the 
star of Abre\ his Simon lacks charisma. 
Blame Gil, too; his plot twists are a little too 
clever to feel natural, and although he does 
build a menacing air in the many church 
scenes, it’s too little too late. 

Sean Plummer 

A TASTE FOR GIRL'S BLOOD 

BABGBEEBB BE BABKK |I9]I| DVB 

Starring Delphine Seyrig, John Karlen and 

Danielle Ouimet 

Directed by Harry Kumel 

Written by Pierre Drouot, Jean Ferry 

and Harry Kumel 

Blue Underground 

Moving like a grinning serpent sliding 
slowly round your thigh, Harry Kumel’s 
impossibly elegant 1971 lesbian vampire 
opus Daughters of Darkness is the kind of 
horror film that draws a white (or red?) line 
in the sand... you either love it or you hate it. 
Its pace is akin to slow drip mollases and. 



TMi MAUOWf IN 611011^, LU. 

PRODUCTS THAT SCARE.. PRICES THAT DON'T *' 

mom ECWymWK. w. 

www*THEHALLOWEENGROUP*com 


86 RUE MORGUE 


Barrel Entertainment Presents 
'I'he 'Pimeless Classic 



THE RETURN OF THE LOVING DEAD 

From director Jijrg Buttered (Sdiromm, Dec Todeski'ng) comes We/rromonfik 2 - Itie renowned 
sequel to his 1 987 loboo Irosher Nekromonfik! 

Monikc (Monib M.) is o beoutiiul necrophiliotwho ks alone in Berlin. By doy. she works as a 
nurse. By night, she prowls through cemeteries with her pick end spade, seorchtog for hesh corpsei 
When she reads aboutthe suidde of Mrotmmlik's Rob (Doktori Lorenz), she bows she's hit 
pcytfit. She hurries to his grave, ligs up his body, and brings it home. 

Mork (Mark Re«ier) lives aaoss trwn and makes his lisring ryitxng 'se; Blms*. After o chonce 
meeting with Atonk, romonce Hossoms and they fall in love. But all is not wel in Monib 's world. 
Her relationship with Mark begirts to foher ond she finolly must choose between the living and the 
dead. Whot follows is like no other c&nox you've ever seen before! 

Once offidolly banned in Gemxiny, Band Entertrrinment is pnxrd to present Nekromaniik 2 uncut 
ond uncensoredlkhbin gel! 


SPECIAL FEATURES INCLUDE: 

• Mekromontik 2, digitoHy mo^ed from the ongflol camera negative under the apsviam of 
producer Manfred 0. Jelinskil 

Rfm tronsfened with o Spirit DotoGne'* high definition fim samner ! 

German kmgut^e with ol new removobte b^ish subtitfes! 


Full running oudio commentary by dir^tor Jotg Buttgereit, coouthor Ftonz Rcdenkirchen, and 
odors Monib M.and Mo* Reeder! 

The Making of Nekromonrik 2, 2S nrinutes of behind the scenes footage! 

Rare German to*o interviews with Buttgereit and Rodenkitdren, subifal ii English lor the 
first time! 

Rise Up, 0 video dgi from The Kru|^s, directed by Jbtg Buttgereit ond staring Monika M! 

Afonne; The Mmvt, on ecrly Buttgereit Super-B short subtilfed in Englidi for the first time! 
Oultakes Reel! 

Over 1 00 bM tf» scenes photos from the ejection of Manfred 0. JeSn^i ond Jotg But^eitl 
Theatrical troilets lot Mekrotnorr/ik, DetJiMdng, Nekronuniik 2, ond Schramm! 
liner notes by Buttgereit bto^opher, [Jovki Kerekes and Jotg Kittgereit! 

Much, much mote! 

Soundtrack Q) contonrrg the complete scores lor NekrannnA'k ond Mramontik 2! 


LimiteeJ TwoDisc Set of 20,CXX) Units 


"'rhc\ just (ion't make endings like Buttgcrcit’s anymore, am^v here. 
Not on this planet, an^-way.” , ^ - Chas. Baiun. GofP Sere 2001 t 

BARREL 1 

eiitertaijunent » 

Barrel Enterfalniiient, Inc Z 
743 Beaubien 
Suite 411 
Detroit, M1 48226 
Photre; 3 13-965-3245 ^ 

www.barrel-enfertoinment.com 


UPC number. 6908 1 6600497 
Retail Price; $29.95 ’ > 

Release date; 06/1J3/03 * 


Other Buttgereit 'Gtles ' 
Available Fnom Barrel Entertainment 





Reissues 




and warbled by Seyrig herself over the clos- 
ing credits. 

The onscreen sex and violence are mini- 
mal by today’s standards, although a seri- 
ously hot lovemaking, vampire 
murder/shower sequence may raise a few 
eyebrows. Lack of explicitness aside, there’s 
a thick, dreamy feeling of sexual depravity 
running through the film, a feeling of dys- 
function and decadence that, in my opinion, 
has never been equalled in European erotic 
cinema. And like its more aggressive blood- 
sucking companion, Jose Larraz’s Vampyres, 
there isn't a fang, coffin, or crucifix in sight. 

Blue Underground’s expansive DVD fea- 
mres the same widescreen director’s cut that 
Anchor Bay released some years back, but is 
padded out with a ton of yummy xxxtras, 
including two commentary tracks, an inter- 
view with Rail, trailers, radio spots and a still 
gallery. Highly recommended. 

Chris Alexander 


I DIMAND A BETTER MOVIE 


THE MAN WHO FELT TO EAHIH DVD 

Starring David Bowie, Rip Torn 
and Candy Clark 
Directed by Nicholas Roeg 
Written by Paul Mayersberg 
Anchor Bay Entertainment 
The contour which separates fascinating 
movies apart from dull ones is simple: sub- 
stance. It isn’t big stars or big budgets, 
“cool” music or editing or flashy camera- 
work - in other words, good 
stories and interesting charac- 
ters; the bread and butter 
before the brie and provolone. 
Ironically, many of the world’s 
most gifted directors are more 
occupied with showing off in 
favour of just telling a story. 
Nicholas Roeg’s The Man Who 
Fell to Earth is a prime exam- 
ple of this indulgence, the 
work of a rock star director- 
“lookit me!” syndrome crystal- 
lized. 

’Tis a damn shame as Paul Mayersberg’s 
script, based on Walter Tevis’ novel, contains 
some good, simple ideas and a wealth of 
potential. In his feature-film debut. David 
Bowie is Thomas Jerome Newton, a visitor 
on Earth from a dying planet. While his wife 


Daughters of Darkness: Light on fangs, strong on decadence. 


exposing Stefan’s seriously sick sexual 
appetites in the process. 

Seyrig is all purring and lip licking in her 
portrait of undead evil, but it’s Karlen who 
is revealed as the real villain - watch for the 
shocking scene in which momma’s boy Ste- 
fan makes a call to “mother”, telling “her” 
about his recent nuptuals. The sequence is 
disturbing, yet darkly, delicately hilarious. 
We can only imagine what 
terrors lay in store for the 
blushing bride when she 
meets Stefan’s "family”. 

Daughters of Darkness is a 
talky affair (surprisingly 
filmed in English), propelled 
by brilliant performances 
(especially Karlen - who 
knew Willy Loomis had it in 
him?!), and grounded by 
Seyrig’s proto-feminist Vam- 
pire Queen. She is the pup- 
petmaster, the conductor and. indeed, the 
entire exquisitely decorated affair feels like 
a slow, intensely orchestrated opera. The 
musical connection is further demonstrated 
by the soundtrack itself, a sort of trippy, 
cabaret-style coda by Francois De Robaix, 
represented in various forms throughout 


when all is said and 


done, nothing really 
happens. If you’re the 
kind of fiend who 
demands visceral fris- 
sions, pulse-pounding 
action and clarity of 
plot from your fright films, then DOD prob- 
ably ain’t your bucket of blood. If, on the 
other hand, you lean towards Jet black 
melodramatic morality plays that are liber- 
ally laced with portent, tension and well 
hidden humour, then for Christ’s sake, get 
off your Eurotrash ass and snap up Blue 
Underground’s brand new re-release of 
Kiimel’s klassic yesterday! 

Delphine Seyrig plays real-life historical 
Hungarian psycho Elizabeth Bathory, re- 
imagined here as a smooth-talking middle- 
aged bisexual vampire seductress. While 
vacationing at a semi-abandoned, Jaw-drop- 
pingly gorgeous French hotel, newlyweds 
Stefan {Dark Shadows' John Karlen) and 
Valerie (Danielle Ouimet) cross paths with 
Bathory and her equally hot companion 
(German model Andrea Rau). Slowly, sure- 
ly. the predatory Countess begins to dis- 
mantle the couple’s already fragile relation- 
ship. seducing the sweet, naive Valerie and 





HORROR MOVIE 
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Gipiuring ihe essence of vengeance and retiftiitioin Dragonfly ProdnctionHs 
proud to bring you a series of statuettes based on James CBarr's original desigpS 
for Eric Draven, known to Rue Morgue fans best as The Crow! 

Celebrating a retiira to print of the timeless gothic ^phic novel, "The Return" 
features a sculpt by Gabriel Marquez with Crow paint schemes by Dan Lane. 

The regular edition is in stores now and is limited to 2500 pieces. Check out the 
Dragonfly Website www.dragonflv’procLus for updates and ordering information on 
the "bloody variant" edition. This limited run of 750 will be available in time for 
Halloween. 


STATUETTE 


Hardcore fens will w^ant to chase down the two Atrodro Tour 2003 exclusives, the 
"Dead Winter" variant from San Diego Comic Con and the "Atrocity" variant from 
Wizard Worid Chicago.* Both con exclusives have been limited to only 100 pieces! 

Last up is the unpainted edition for The Crow fans who want to add their own 
touches to Eric Draven. This is available through Dragonllt s website and comes 
in a full color box with the same exclusive numbering as the rest of the editions. 

Celebrate a landmark classic in gothic hoitur the way it was meant to be. For more 
information. CHECK OLT WWTV.DRAGONFLYPROD.US and keep an eye on 
ebay auctions for ultra-rare artist proof editions, signed editions and ultra-low 
numlrers! 


Join us Friday through Sunday B£PT£MBm:2e'2B through in 
THE Regency Room for Monster-Mania CoNi with special guest 
APPEARANCE BY CROW CREATOR, JAMES a’SARR. MENTION RUE 

Morgue and get ] □% off any purchase. Can’ t make the con? 
Simply cuck on SALEs(a)DRAGaNFLYPROD.U5 AND MENTION Rue- 
Morgue FOR tO% off ANY CROW PURCHASE. 


*WARNING! 


V:i|)LENT EDITION! 


iTbeCrow-TM *©2003 Jarr^ 
^Oiwftiaadby Drawnfly Produ; 


’ DiagonflyPsofluctions, l 



The Texas Psychobilly Company Presents 
BLOOD FEAST! 

Sat Sept 13th 

at Flamingo Cantina in Austin, TX. 

Featuring Flametrick Subs, Concombre Zombi, 
the Blue Flames, the Holler Bodies, 

Slick Surface, Suicide Drive, Graverobbin' Bastards, and Zombilly. 



Get Texas Psychobilly News, Buy "Blood Feast" Tickets, 
Psychobilly T-Shirts & CDs In the store section of 
www.TexasPsychobilly.com 
Also make sure to check out the 27 track psychobilly 
compilation CD titled "Kicked Outta Purgatory" that features 
Nekromantix, Demented Are Go!, 

Frantic Flintstones, The Spectres, Ghoultown, Big John Bates, 
the Deadcats, Os Catalepticos, Kings of Nuthin' and 18 more. 
Rue Morgue gives this compilation a 5 out of 5 
rating and calls it "Indispensable". 

Buy K In the store section of 
www.TexasPsychobilly.com 

Buy Tickets & More Details at 

www.TexasPsychobilly.com 


89 


Hivaa ■'aivdsJc 


Reissues 



FANGS UP! 

NICK KNIGKI |]989| DVD 

Starring Rick Springfield, John Kapelos 
and Robert Harper 
Directed by Farhad Mann 
Written by Barney Cohen and James D. Parriott 
Anchor Bay Entertainment 
The eighties have come and gone, and in their 
wake lies one of the greatest output of horror films 
both in terms of quantity and quality. The number 
of horror-themed television series was equally 
impressive, with titles like Amazing Stories, Dark- 
room, and Freddy’s Nightmares offering varying 
degrees of entertainment. At the end of the 
decade, the unique vampire-themed Forever 
Knight series was launched, which was the low- 
budget offspring of the above-average TV movie 
Nick Knight. 

’80s cheese rock icon Rick Springfield plays Knight, an LA homicide detective who drives 
a ’59 Cadillac because of its “extra trunk space,” and only works the night shift. As you might 
have guessed, Knight is a vampire doing his best to live the life of a mortal - nice to see his 
bosses were so accommodating! When a gruesome string of murders begins leaving a trail 
of bodies with fang marks in all the wrong places and drained of their blood, Knight knows 
he ain’t the only vamp in town. 

Hindered by a bad '80s radio rock soundtrack, Nick Knight is still a surprisingly well con- 
structed little vampire film, thanks to the benefit of a decent TV movie cast; John Kapelos 
1 {The Craft, We Relid) is particularly effective as Knight’s annoying new partner, in 

f j that he is, well, annoying. The special effects are confined to a few fangs and 
I funky lenses, but the action sequences are tight, indicating that director Farhad 
1 Mann (Lawnmower Man 2: Beyond Cyberspace) knew how to stretch a budget. 
i/^mrUTi Knight stW looks pedestrian compared to theatre-bound ’80s 

\ |\ 1 teen vampire flicks like Fright Night and The Lost Boys, and the story offers 

1 nothing that we aren’t totally sick of today, i.e. man is cursed with the vampire 
ZT . I virus but lives a morai life helping others while a doctor searches for a cure. 

^ Blade this isn’t. But for a TV movie, it deserves praise for delivering thrills that 

still hold up today. It kicks the crap out of Graveyard Shift (or Central Park Drifter or whatev- 
er the hell it’s called now), that’s for sure! 

Anchor Bay's DVD is presented in fuii-frame with nice crisp audio and video improvements. 
There are no extras, making this DVD an absolute bare bones release. 

Aaron Lupton 




David Bowie falls to Earth. 


and children wait for him to return home 
with much-needed water, Newton becomes 
a reclusive multi-millionaire and loses him- 
self in an earthbound abyss of decadence, 
self-destruction and alienation. 

The Man Who Fell to Earth is an epic 
extravaganza, a big-budget visual feast that 
would have worked better as a smaller, 
more intimate piece of allegorical science 
fiction. This is signature Roeg — huge long 
shots and dramatic zooms on vast land- 
scapes a la Walkabout and an obnoxious 
pop-rock score undermining material that 
cries for subtlety and emotion. Instead of 
caring for Bowie’s lost alien and being 
engrossed by his plight, we keep waiting for 
him to bust out in song and dance. To be 
fair. Man does have some powerful and 
poignant moments - Candy Clark’s turn as 
Newton’s lover is one of the most beautiful- 
ly honest performances I’ve ever seen - but 
those rare flames of brilliance are almost 
always blown out by Roeg's heavy-handed- 
ness and lack of focus. 

Obviously, Anchor Bay didn’t feel the 
same way. Their two-disc release boasts, 
aside from a gorgeous cover and case with 
an insightful booklet covering the film’s 
history, a cleaner than Skeeter’s Peter 
widescreen print, the original screenplay, 
trailers and TV spots, among other goodies, 
not to mention the 24-minute documentary 
Watch The Alien, which includes interviews 
with cast and crew members. The film itself 
is nothing to phone home about, but AB’s 
presentation is nice enough to warrant a 
look. 

Nathan Tyler 
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Available at 
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Ancient under^onnd ^ 
" temples, dark knights, 
mysterious labyrinths, . 
sorcerers, enchanted 
forests, forgotten 
tombs, and creatures \ 
from the darkest depths 
await you on this musical 
journey through the darkest 
comers of your imagination. 
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A new soundtrack by 


^MIDNIGHT 

PSYNDICATE 
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WORST CANNIBAL-JUNGLE-ADVENTURE-PORNO FILM EVER 

INVADEBS OFIBE EOSI GOED |1382| DVD 

Starring Stuart Whitman, Edmund Purdom and Woody Strode 
Directed by Alan Birkinshaw 
Written by Alan Birkinshaw, Bill James and Dick Randall 
Mondo Crash 



Every once in a while you need a film like 
Invaders of the Lost Gold (a.k.a. Hoiror 
Safari) to remind exploitation film fans that 
throwing a bunch of cool elements together 
- in this case, cannibals, jungle action- 
adventure, and eroticism - doesn’t always 
make for a sure thing. The entire cast and 
crew of this Italian venture were obviously 
under pressure to make a quick buck in 
1981, as there is absolutely no inspiration to 
any aspect of this movie. Slow paced, pre- 
dictable, and looking financially impover- 
ished, Invaders of the Lost Gold is an easily 
forgettable film that attempts to cross gerues 
in a losing attempt to entertain. 

In a little known event during WW2, 
Japanese soldiers are ambushed by canni- 
bals in the jungles of the Philippines while 
transporting a wealth of gold. Outnumbered 
even with their superior weaponry, the sol- 
diers hide the gold in a cave and make a pact 
not to return unless all members are present. 
Some 36 years later, an evil American busi- 
ness man named Rex Larson (Purdom) mur- 


ders one of the sol- 
diers, stealing the 
secret map, and 
then enlisting the 
help of an investor 
to plan a mission to 
find the lost gold. 

Much to Larson’s annoyance, the investor 
has sought the aid of one Mark Forrest 
(Whitman), who as coincidence would have 
it, is Larson’s arch nemesis. In the jungle, 
members of the expedition begin to die in 
incredibly stupid ways, leading the viewer 
to wonder whether there is a bad seed 
amongst the group knocking people off so 
as to leave less divvying up of the treasure, 
or if these guys are just like, the worst jun- 
gle adventurers of all time. 

It’s tough to get caught up in the action of 
Invaders of the Lost Gold. The script is so 
predictable that it’s almost impossible to 
believe these characters are as dumb as the 
filmmakers want them to be. There is also a 
significant lack of bloodshed for a cannibal 


film, most of the action is talked about 
rather than actually filmed, and considering 
the movie is supposed to be part eroticism, 
there is very little nudity. Hell, Laura 
Gemser (of the infamous Black Emanuelle 
films) only takes her clothes off once, which 
I am sure is some sort of personal record. 

Invaders of the Lost Gold is the first 
release under Crash Cinema’s Mondo Crash 
line of DVD reissues. The print looks 
awfully tom and scratched, as if little was 
done during the transfer process to clean it 
up, although the colours look occasionally 
bright and pronounced. The only extra is a 
series of trailers for unrelated martial arts 
films put out by the company. 

Aaron Lupton 

YESTERDAY’S TOMORROW 

IHE SHAPE OEIHINGS 10 COME |19IS| llllll 

Starrifig Jack Palance, Carol Lynley 

and Barry Morse 

Directed by George McGowan 

Written by Mike Cheda and Joseph Glazner 

Blue Underground 

1979 was a banner year for science fic- 
tion. Star Wars was an unparalleled cultural 
phenomenon. Alien, The Black Hole and 
Star Trek: The Motion Picture were enjoy- 
ing huge box office numbers. Buck Rogers 
in the 25th Centuiy, Jason of Star Com- 
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MOW 10 BOOK 

1 3 Ghoulish Recipes This Is the Book your 
for The Mad Scientist Competition Doesn't 
In YOU!! Want You To Have!! 

All You Need To Know 
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The Shape of Things To Come: Low-fi sci-fi comes to DVD. 


supporters armed with aluminum poles that 
shoot electricity at the evil robots (you know 
they’re evil because they’re black), spends 
most of her screen time running around in 
high heels! Comic relief comes to the heroes 
in the form of Sparks, a teleporting, poetry- 
spouting robot sidekick. This is all to the 
accompaniment of an overwrought orches- 
tral score, complete with a synthesizer firing 
musical laser beams over top. 

Why Blue Underground rescued this film 
from obscurity is beyond the Earth, beyond 
the Moon and beyond your wildest imagina- 
tion! Whatever the reason, the home video 
debut of H.G. Wells’ The Shape of Things to 
Come is a pristine presentation in a matted 
1.66:1 aspect ratio. The original mono 
soundtrack is presented in both French and 
English. Extras include a French theatrical 
trailer, a television ad and a poster and still 
gallery. 

The Gore-met 


NITCH CRAZY 


’70s. In fact, the director took time away 
from the set of the popular Canadian family 
drama The Littlest Hobo to make this film! 
The visual effects (check out the jaw-drop- 
ping, psychedelic trip thi'ough a “time dis- 
placement”!) are hilariously low-fi. The 
robots that both aid the Moon colonists and 
constitute Omus’ army look like they were 
constructed out of cardboard boxes and air 
conditioning ducting. Some of the sets, 
especially the underground caverns of Delta 
Three, look to be teetering on the brink of 
collapse. The miniature 
effects are mostly embar- 
rassing, but the spaceship 
models are quite good. 

Then there is the DOS 
computer system that runs 
the Moon and makes all the 
decisions. 

What saves the film is the 
deadpan earnestness of the 
cast, especially Morse, who 
does his best Peter Cushing 
imitation. Even Palance is 
restrained, only going off 
the rails in the climax, 
screaming “I am your cre- 
ator!” as the walls of his citadel crash down 
around him and his robots. Lynley, who 
leads a rag-tag group of red jump-suited 


BABHraH|l9]3|DIID 

Starring Isabella De Funes, Carroll Baker and 

George Eastman 

Directed by Corrado Farina 

Written by Corrado Farina and Guido Crepax 

Blue Underground 

Stan Lee is getting his due from Holly- 
wood but whither Guido Crepax? The 
Milanese cartoonist established his name in 
the ’60s with a fetishistic and sexually 
explicit comic series featuring damsel-in- 
distress Valentina, a fashion 
photographer (modeled on 
Hollywood actress Louise 
Brooks) who is relentlessly 
pursued by Nazis, Cossacks, 
pirates and astronauts in 
adventures which increasing- 
ly blurred the line between 
reality and fantasy. 

This, and more, we learn 
from Freud In Color, the 
Crepax documentary which 
accompanies Blue Under- 
ground’s solid DVD release 
of Baba Yaga, director Corra- 
do Farina’s highly stylized film version of 
Crepax’s Valentina, here played by gorgeous 
French actress Isabella De Funes. 


mand and Battlestar 
Galactica were top- 
rated television shows, 
with Space: 1999, Inva- 
sion UFO and The Star- 
lost in perpetual reruns. 
It is no surprise, then, that this Canadian tax 
shelter space opera got lost in the shuffle. 

The time is the tomorrow after tomorrow. 
The Robot Wars have rendered the Earth 
nearly uninhabitable, Mankind now lives on 
the Moon and beyond in a sterile, homoge- 
neous society popularized by Star Trek, kept 
alive by the miracle drug Radic-Q-2. What 
type of illness the drug prevents is never 
made clear, but it has something to do with 
radiation. Radic-Q-2 is produced only on 
distant planet Delta Three, which has been 
taken over by self-styled Emperor Omus 
(Palance). He has deposed the planet’s gov- 
ernor (Lynley) and vows to destroy Delta 
Three and return to rule the Moon colony. 
Dr. Caball (Morse), his son Jason (Nicholas 
Campbell) and Kim (Aime-Marie Martin), 
the daughter of the Moon’s governor (John 
Ireland), steal an experimental ship called 
the Star Streak and head for Delta Three to 
stop Omus’ nefarious plot. 

This film is pure Saturday matinee sci- 
ence fiction cheese, a family-friendly 
microcosm of bad Canadian cinema of the 
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The battle between good and evil began long ago. 
Before the birth of humanity, God 
and Satan fought for the domination 
of heaven. And, as everyone knows, 

God was triumphant over Satan’s evil. 

But it's all a lie. 

An Amazon.com bestseller, The 
Devil’s Apocrypha is a John De Vito 
novel that begins in another 
universe, before creation, and 
ends with a chilling prophecy. 

Here is the truth about the origin 
of God, his journey to our universe, 
and the battle for heaven. Discover 
why God manipulated the flesh 
of our race, the reason for his 
commandments.. .and why one 
being dared to try and stop him. 

Only one book can terrify you 
with the truth. Order The Devil’s 
Apocrypha today! 


"A lenifyiiij’ bletiJof 
science, religion and 
philosc^by!" 

- R.I. Davis, 
OccultFonims.com, 


“Dark and ienifying. . . 
the next Omen!" 
-Daniel Farraiids, 
screenwriter, producer, 
director 


iUniverse 


Available wherever 
fine books are sold. 


www.iuniverse.com 
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the truth, read this! 
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THE CURE 


NOW AVniUBlE AT YOUR nVDRITE RECORD SHOP; 
AND All OVER THE NET ... 
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From the home of Dahmer, comes a store so 
intense and frightening only the nnholy can bare 
witness to the horrors which it holds within... 
From Autopsy "Staple" Babies to Adolph Hitler dolls 
The Graveyard is sure to have your deepest, 
darkest fear resting on Its shelf... 
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regard for production values and consistency, Shriek is possibly one of the most unbe- 
lievable films ever made. And you will love it. I am not exaggerating, it is impossible not 
to be absorbed into this film of elementary school play special effects, surreal dialogue, 
and accidentally self-deprecating acting routines brought to you by the sieaze team of 
director Michael Findlay (Take Me Naked, The Touch of Her Flesh) and writer Ed Adlum 
(Invasion of die Blood Farmer^. 

For what it’s worth, the story involves a university professor planning an expedition to 
“Boot Island” with some of his students where he hopes to prove his theories of the exis- 
tence of the mythological Yeti. But wait just a second kiddies, rumour has it the ol’ Prof, 
took his students out on a similar expedition years ago, and only one made it back alive. 
Up in the woods, the students are soon wandering off to be attacked by what looks like 
a bleached Sprocket of Fraggle Rockiame wearing a pair of fuzzy chaps (but I am guess- 
ing it's supposed to be a Yeti). I am sure I am not ruining any shocking conclusions by let- 
ting it be known that the professor is in on the killings, as he and a colleague dress up in 
this ridiculous Yeti costume as a cover-up for their murderous tradition, The motive? A 
cannibalistic ritual ttiat attracts participants from across the globe. 

Designed for a double bill with the similarly Inane Invasion of the Blood Farmers, this 
film might be remembered by those who grew up on the late night 70s horror shows put 
on by local stations. Retromedia has unearthed this poverty row classic so today’s view- 
ers can enjoy it in ail of its unintentionally hilarious glory. Witness a completed misplaced 
domestic double murder sequence involving a bread knife and a toaster in the bathtub 
(ouch!), an editing job that looks like it was done with a chainsaw, and acting that words 
simply cannot describe! 

Once again with Retromedia it looks like little could be done to rescue a print well 
scratched and worn, giving Shriek more of a bootleg VHS feel than what we normally 
would expect from a DVD. A short trailer is included, which looks like it was shot with a 
camcorder and is in even worse condition. But trash cinema fans know the real bonus 
here is just being able to finally own a copy of Shriek of the Mutilated. See it if you dare 
- myself. I’m still in shock! 

Aaron Lupton 


Her life of exotic photoshoots and glam- 
ourous parties is interrupted when Valentina 
meets Baba Yaga (Carroll Baker), a mysteri- 
ous older lesbian whose fascination with her 
borders on the obsessive. When Valentina 
visits Baba Yaga’s home, she discovers a 
hole in the living room that appears bottom- 
less. Even more mysterious is the bondage 
doll, Annette, which Baba gives Valentina 
allegedly to protect the younger woman 
from harm. Already spooked, Valentina 
begins tO suspect Baba to be a witch, espe- 
cially after her camera (once caressed by 
Baba) begins to seemingly kill people! Oh, 
and Annette’s coming to gloriously naked 
life throws Valentina off a bit, too. 

Baba Yaga is an odd film, more style than 
substance. Farina has an eye for composition 
and his cast is undeniably handsome. As for 
plot or tension, there’s little of eitlier. Most 
interesting are Valentina’s comic-inspired 
dream sequences, which show her alternate- 
ly as a topless boxer and a Nazi executioner. 
American actress Carroll Baker (Baby Doll), 
still beautiful in her 40s, is vaguely menac- 
ing as the sadistic Baba Yaga, but her 
allegedly supernatural powers (the character 
is a witch-like figure in Russian folklore) 
remain largely unexplored and unexplained. 

Blue Underground's DVD goes back to the 
original negative for this transfer, far superi- 
or to the previously available VHS version 
(released under the US title Kiss Me, Kill 
Me). The Farina And Valentina doc is 
enlightening, and Farina admits that his 
ambitions exceeded his results. DVD-ROM 
users can also access a comic book-to-film 
comparison. 

Sean Plummer 

ENOUGH S NUFF 

ElilWLlE IN AMERICA |19ie| DVD 

Starring Laura Gemser, Gabriele Tinti 
and Roger Browne 

Written by Ottavio Alessi, Maria Pia Fusco 
and Piero Vivarelli 
Directed by Joe D’Amato 
Blue Underground 

Italian director Aristide Massaccesi (a.k.a. 
Joe D’Amato), is a legend in exploitation 
filmmaking. Best known for his soft-pom 
productions, D’Amato also made the occa- 
sional gore film (Antfopophagns, Beyond the 
Darkness), and even combined both genres 
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Want to make your movie 
set or show come alive? 

• Animation and Motion Controllers 

• Talking Skulls and Electronic Props 

• Bass and Scene Shaking Devices 

• Special Effect Sound Repeaters 

• Simulated Firing Military Guns 

• Theme Consulting & Design Services 


• Email: reachus@digitalsl.com • 

• Office: (314)725-6415 • 

• P.O. Box 50198 • 

• St. Louis, MO 63105 • 



New Item! 


Cob Web Gun! 

Create realistic looking, long 
lasting spider webs with our 
"Black Widow Web Gun!" 
Easy to use and cleanup on any 
surface. Professional Movie Set 
Quality item! (120VAC) 

Sale Price: $ 250.00 
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The #1 Underground T-Shirt Syndicate 
# on the F KING PIANET!!! # 


Our GIANT NEW CATALOG is jam-packed with 
HUNDREDS of TWISTED T-SHIRTS featuring 
Exclusive, High Quality Professionally 
Hand-Screened Designs of All Your Favorite 
HORROR, SLEAZE and EXPLOITATION Films! 












Emanuelle in America: The most infamous of the soft porn series. 


for maximum sleaze market exposure (Erot- 
ic Nights of the Living Dead, Porno Holo- 
caust). One of his main preoccupations as a 
director-business man was a 
seemingly never-ending series 
of softcore erotic films known 
as the Emanuelle movies. 

Emanuelle in America is 
arguably the most infamous of 
the series, although it only 
deviates from the plotless, soft 
porn formula in two, albeit 
significantly sleazy, instances. 

Gemser’s Emanuelle charac- 
ter takes on the role of a fash- 
ion photographer/photograph- 
ic journalist who goes under- 
cover to get the lowdown on 
the sexual perversions of the 
rich and famous. The majority of the film 
focuses on Gemser stripping and having sex 
with various men and women at parties, 
resorts, etc. The action is all tedious soft- 
core spanking and tongue twisting, but 
gradually moves to hardcore by the end of 
the film. Thirty minutes in we have our first 
glimpse into the smut-smeared mind of 
D’Amato, as an unidentified women strips 
and jacks off a horse! Finally near the end, 
comes the reason for this film's notoriety, 
and the only real reason you are reading this 
review in Rue Morgue, as Emanuelle stum- 


bles upon a ring of snuff film enthusiasts. 
These torture, murder, gore, sex films (shot 
using grainy, scratched film, and a shaky 
camera hand) are indeed 
some of the more disturbing 
images committed to cellu- 
loid. In fact, Ichi the Killer 
comes off like an episode of 
Romper Room compared to 
these vile visions! Granted, 
they last only for a few brief 
segments, before Emanuelle 
In America ends unceremo- 
niously with no resolution of 
any kind. 

Sure you might be thinking 
that rolling hardcore pom, 
bestiality, and bmtal images 
of torture would make for a 
pretty kick-ass exploitation film experience. 
But with no conventional film elements like 
plot or character development, Emanuelle 
In America comes off as little more than an 
unremarkable ’70s porn film with some 
gruesome snuff film segments to add more 
notoriety to D’Amato’s sleazy filmography. 

Whatever it is. Blue Underground has 
given the film the DVD package fans have 
been waiting for as they have unearthed this 
hard-to-find movie and delivered it uncut, 
which is good, because I can’t imagine the 
appeal of watching a censored erotic gore 


movie. The DVD comes with a thirteen- 
minute interview with D’Amato discussing 
the infamous faux-snuff film material and 
its inevitable backlash, as well as his rela- 
tionship with Gemser. An eleven-minute 
audio interview with the star is also includ- 
ed, offering her perspective of a lifelong 
career playing Emanuelle along with a 
lengthy essay by author David Flint on the 
Emanuelle phenomenon. All of these extras 
are an asset to the film as they help to con- 
textualise Emanuelle In America as a 
notable title in the canon of ’70s exploita- 
tion films. 

Aaron Lupton 

ABSOLUTE POWER 
CORRUPTS ABSOLUTELY 

SALON im |I9]G| DVD 

Starring Helmut Berger, Ingrid Thulin 

and Teresa Ann Savoy 

Directed by Tlnto Brass 

Written by Ennio De Concini, Maria Pia Fusco 

and Tinto Brass 

Blue Underground 

Is a film’s moral lesson lost if it provokes 
an erection? Italian director Tinto Brass has 
made a career out of combining sex and pol- 
itics (most notably in the Bob Guccione- 
fmanced Caligula), often with mixed 
results. 

Salon Kitty indulges Brass’ fetish for 
naked bodies, shocking images and political 
rhetoric. Set in Berlin on tire eve of WWII, 
and allegedly based on real events, the film 
follows power hungry SS officer Wallen- 
berg (Berger) in his new task: recruit racial- 
ly pure German women to serve the state by 
sexually servicing the SS elite. To this end 
he convinces Madam Kitty (Thulin in a 
Marlene Dietrich riff), a popular brothel 
owner indifferent to the impending war, to 
train them in the art of seduction. Wallen- 
berg, drunk on power, becomes obsessed 
with Margherita (Savoy), the innocent 
daughter of bourgeois parents who has fer- 
vently embraced National Socialism. 

But all is not as it seems. The new Salon 
Kitty has been outfitted with listening 
devices so Wallenberg can spy on his offi- 
cers and use the secrets they spill in the bed- 
room against them. Margherita discovers 
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by Chris Alexander Illustration by Gary Pullin 


ANTA MARIA! My destiny is indubitably tied to the sil- 
ver-masked, barrel-chested Mexican lucha libre known as El 
Santo! Last issue, I had the sad task of dishing the dire dirt on 
the all-new, all-awful Santo comeback flick Infraterrestre. 
With its hokey Beastmaster-esque production values and dull, 
meandering TV thriller storyline, this ultra-biah touchstone 
Santo installment was a spit in the Spanish eye of the original, 
uproariously surreal camp classics. 

Well, thanks to my fearless editor and personal guru, Rod 
Gudino, I’ve managed to get my claws on four of the most 


wigged-out installments of Santo sinema’s original run, and 
let me tell you bambinos, my faith in El Santo has now been 
fully restored to its chimichanga glory thanks to the mad 
geniuses at Rise Above Entertainment! Ay Ay Ay! 

Taking this quartet of ass-kicking classics home, I made the 
decision to kill them a// off in one rope bouncin’ night! Wash- 
ing spoonfuls of instant Folgers down with Jolt cola, some 
booze and some bird, 1 managed to just barely suck in all four 
of these mini masterpieces with bloodshot, heart-murmuring 
aplomb! The following is my nerve shredding memoir: 


SANTO AND BLUE DEMON VS. 
DRACDU AND TflE mFMAN 0973) DVD 

Awrighhhht! Tag team terror! Santo films were 
the perfect amalgam of 
beefy ringside brawling 
and gore-soaked Gothic 
terror. In this, the 
umpteenth Santo adven- 
ture, our burly masked 
Lucha hooks up with 
equally brawny partner 
Blue Demon to rescue 
the Cristaldi family from 
the wrath of a blow-dried 
and really P.O.’d Count 
Dracula and his hirsute 
partner, the Wolfman. The Wolfman in question is 
- when the 1 2 o’clock shadow recedes - a dude 
named Rufus Rex, freakin’ Rufus Rex! Ha! 


Together they create an army of home 
Halloween-kit werewolf men and 
sabre-toothed vampires and, of 
course, plot to rule the universe by 
killing the seven-year-old grand- 
daughter of the guy who killed them, 
or something. Plot, shmot. This flick is 
simply an excuse to revel in senseless 
PG gore, fire belching stone lions, 
creaking coffins and LOOOOONG 
bouts of cheapo, kid pleasin’ wrasslin’! It does- 
n’t make any sense but you’ll be laughing too 
hard to take notice. This one is worth it just to 
see the scene where the two ever-masked 
luchas sit around playing bridge with their hip- 
huggin’ honeys. Viva Rufus Rex! Aooooo! 

Next up, more coffee more cola, a bit of a 
headache... ah well. (Cue dilated pupils, juice 
squirt, etc.) 


SANTO AND BLUE DEMON 
VS. 

doctor FRANKENSTEIN 
(1974) DVD 

Wicked! Frankenstein is a 
balding bearded Chicano 
bohunk with flashing Star 
Tre/c-esque laboratory light 
boards and a penchant for failed brain trans- 
plants! It seems the 113-year-old MD wants to 
bring his long dead wife back to life but can’t 
seem to make it work. To quote the great man, 
he wants to “disrupt society” by turning his 
botched surgeries into legions of homicidal 
zombies. Leave it to Santo and his pal Blue 
Demon to high five it and kick some quack ass. 
This installment in the series is an improvement 
production-wise over the previous years’ Dracu- 
la/Wolfman entry and manages to be equally 
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eerie and uproariously awful. Watching the muy macho lucha and his 
turquoise-masked compadre double-date is the stuff of legend, and the 
wrasslin’ match climax is brilliantly brutal. A true Santo classic! 

However, at this point I'm woozy. My heart is palpitating and I’m kinda 
nervous. There’s no way in H-E-double hockeysticks that I’ll be able to 
sit through another Santo flick in this state. Only ONE thing can bring me 
down enough to soak in the insanity... TEQUILA! 

SANTO VS. FRANKENSTEIN’S 
DAUGHTER 0971) DVD 

Woooooo... it only burns for a second then, 
muy bueno! Austrian/Spanish she-psycho 
Freda Frankenstein and her beastly creation 
Ursus (not to mention her suave assistant Dr. - 
get this -Yanko!) steal Santo’s blood in order to 
tap his super powers. Along the way, Santo 
shags his girlfriend a few times (apparently he 
removes his mask during his sweaty sessions, 
but WE never see his face... just like Kiss!). He 
also converts hunka burnin’ horror Ursus to the 
silver side and together they - you guessed it - kick some menopausal 
MD ass! Cha cha! 

I can’t take this madness anymore, I really can't. I have to eat some- 
thing. What’s in the fridge? Cold mashed potatoes and a chicken leg. 
Sold! 



SANTO AND THE TREASURE OF DRACUU 0969) DVD 

The treasure of Dracula?! Since when did 
Dracula have any treasure? Santo and his pal, 
Dr. Sepulveda, seem to think he does so they 
hop in the Doc’s time machine and plummet 
back in time to rip the king Vamp off. Nice! I’m 
drunk and full and tired but this is the best 
Santo film I’ve seen all night. It’s got hordes of 
sexy undead dolls, creepy sets and colour 
crazy cinematography. Director Rene Cardona 
(Night of the Bloody Apes) is a decent enough 
director and stages the fight scenes pretty 
well. The blow-out climax with the vampire 
sunrise meltdown is bloody brilliant. 

Cue the credits. The sky is orange with the threat of dawn. I felt wast- 
ed yet inspired. What have I learned from my body slammin’ evening? 
What wisdom will I take away from this nocturnal orgy of refried cine- 
matic beans? 





EPILOGUE 

So, I’m getting married August 2nd. The Friday after my Santo Fest, I 
get a gift from a Mexican, co-worker: the OFFICIAL Silver Santo mask 
sent DIRECTLY from Tijuana! That night, my friends and I head to 
Wasaga Beach for a three-day bachelor meltdown. There’s drinking, 
smoking, debauchery, more drinking, some drinking... you get the pic- 
ture. Come 4 a.m.. I’m so destroyed, I run home to the sleazy motel, strip 
down and put on the mask; I burn down to the beach in my Santa Claus 
boxer shorts and lucha cowl screaming “Que pasa!” Many stare in dis- 
belief. Some recoil in horror. Others scream in delight! “Pasa nada!” 1 
scream as I run into the lake. All you can see from the shore is a float- 
ing silver head bobbing and howling at the moon in the murky depths. 

Santo has made me a better man....l^ 








CIRCUS OF THE 

ANNIVERSARY 

PflRTV 

OCTOBER24, 2003 


CHURCH Si^ 

315 QUEEN STREET EAST 

iBinVEEN SHERUOURNE ANn I’ARLIAMI N|) 

DOORS OPEN ATS PM 

COSTUME ENCOURAGED 
BUT NOT MANDATORY. 
This event exclusively 
sponsored by 







the deception after learning 
that a soldier she has fallen in 
love with was hanged shortly 
after revealing his decision to 
defect in the privacy of her 
bedroom. Thus inflamed, she 
sets about avenging herself 
on Wallenberg. 

Salon Kitty doesn't bocist 
any vampires or werewolves 
but does anyone dare ques- 
tion the monstrosity of the 
Nazis? Brass’ point - that 
absolute power corrupts 
absolutely - is hammered 
home by Wallenberg’s final speech in which 
he admits to Margherita that neither he nor 
his superiors actually believe in National 
Socialism. Indeed, their politics are merely 
a means to an end; to win wealth and power 


for themselves. 

Those looking for cheap 
thrills won’t be disappoint- 
ed. Blue Underground’s 
uncensored director’s cut 
includes actual footage of a 
hog being slaughtered, as 
well as graphic autopsy 
results. As for the sex, erec- 
tions aren’t likely. Brass’ 
mostly handsome cast is 
naked much of the time, 
true, and director of photog- 
raphy Silvano Ippoliti’s 
camera lingers over body 
parts longer than strictly necessary, but the 
film’s pornographic potential is undermined 
by the artfulness of the sex, which is often 
choreographed like a ballet. 

Blue Underground’s two-disc set is 


impressive, although it could have probably 
fit onto a single disc. Extras include an 
interview with Brass, who defends the 
film’s depraved images as necessary to the 
subject matter and dismisses negative criti- 
cism upon release as “feminist bullshit”. 
Just as interesting is a featurette on produc- 
tion designer Ken {Goldfinger) Adams, who 
credits Brass with saving his sanity after 
falling into depression on the set of Stanley 
Kubrick’s Bany Lyndon, Adams’ previous 
assignment. 

Sean Plummer 






.Tliistif 

fmproiam 

31S2 Wes! Syt'/siia A«;,e 
Tyto.O'i 1*134133 
mivm 

www.mystic-emporiumxom 


% 




iCiller Qeath K,o 

ii DEBUT CD "Give Bibih” 

^ iio 

iiS: US/Intemational MO only 

Payable to 

j:hristopher Smith PO Box 3061 Imro, SC 29063 


^xjf^'^music©t-shirts®stickei's9patches 

www.s!<u!ibaby 5 5 5 -com 


102 RUE MORGUE 








Magic and tha Macabra.. 

Classics 
laiiMaiili 
tiaBeail! 

GRAPHIC CLASSICS: , 
BRAM STOKER 
features Lair of the 
White Worm, The 
Bridal of Death, and 
two excerpts from 
Dracula, plus six 
more tales of horror, 
fantasy and comedy. 

Artists include Glenn 
Barr, Lesley Reppeteaux, 
Richard Sala, Hunt Emerson,' 
J.B. Bonivert, Rico Schacherl, 
Spain Rodriguez, Jeff Gaither, 
Maxon Crumb. Lisa K, Weber 
and Mitch O'Connell. 

144 pages, *9.95 US (S13.95 CAN) 

All paperback, b&w w/color 
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cover of the DVD. The movie is 
totally based around these elabo- 
rate death sequences, and fre- 
quently throws logic to wind, 
potentially exposing itself to the 
cruel jeers of a room full of 
dmnken hecklers. For instance, 
what exactly does Bancroft use 
that acid Jacuzzi and deadly 
electrode machine for when not 
killing people? Gough is so con- 
vincing in the role you’ll buy it 
all hook, line and sinker. I know 
I did! 

VCI presents the film in 
anamorphic 16:9 widescreen 
presentation, and the results are 
fantastic in terms of colour 
contrast and clarity. Best of all, 
the extras are many. The film’s 
original “Hypno-vista” open- 
ing has a psychologist intro- 
ducing viewers to the concept 
of hypnosis, supposedly hyp- 
notizing us into believing that 
once the film begins, we will 
feel as though we are all a 
part of it. There are also US 
and European trailers, as well 
as trailers for other productions, including 
The Headless Ghost and Whip and the Bodv. 

Most importantly, there are two commen- 
tary tracks, one by Cohen himself (from 
archival materials, given that he passed away 
last year), and one by music composer Gerard 
Schurmann and film critic David Del Valle. 
Cohen is clearly the more enlightened of the 
two but, unfortunately, his track is sporadic, 
with long quiet passages that you’ll find 
yourself skipping through. There is also a 
lengthy video tribute to Cohen by friend and 
partner Didier Chatelain and film journalist 


Tom Weaver, a distorted phone interview 
with Cohen by Scarlet Street publisher 
Richard Valley, biographies and filmogra- 
phies, and a bonus insert featuring an 
absolutely beautiful European poster (pic- 
tured above) for the movie. 

Ultimately, this DVD is just as much about 
the producer as it is about Horrors of the 
Black Museum, but given the quality of the 
product, you’ll likely come out a fan of both, 
if you aren’t already. 

Aaron Lupton 


THE ART OF MURDER 

IllimilS OF TIE BEM MOSEOM (18531 Dl/D 

I Starring Michael Gough, June Cunningham 
I and Graham Curnow 
I Directed by Arthur Crabtree 
I Written by Aben Kandel and Herman Cohen 
, VCI Entertainment 

During the heyday of exploitation horror, 

! producer Herman Cohen gave the world 
such memorable films as Bela Legosi Meets 
a Brooklyn Gorilla, I Was a Teenage Were- 
wolf and I W/s a Teenage Frankenstein. 
Teaming up with Fiend Without a Face direc- 
tor Arthur Crabtree, he also was responsible 
for 1959’s gruesome Horrors of the Black 
Museum, a film so focused on gratuitous 
scenes of death that it still shocks today. 
VCTs new DVD is padded with a truckload 
of extras, and artwork that will make you 
proud to have it on your shelf. 

Michael Gough, best 
known as Alfred the butler in 
the modern Batman films, 
plays crime journalist 
Edmond Bancroft who, in 
order to keep his day job, 
commits murders on which 
to report. When Bancroft 
isn’t killing off those who 
get too close to his fiendish 
scheme, his hypnotized 
assistant dispatches those who Bancroft par- 
ticularly dislikes or simply chooses at ran- 
dom. 

The elaborate death scenes in Horrors of 
the Black Museum were inspired by real and 
exotic murder weapons found in London’s 
notorious Black Museum, including the infa- 
mous “death by binoculars” depicted on the 
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IN This issue! 


ALAN MOORE: 

PORTRAIT OF AN EXTRAORDINARY GENTLEMAN 
Written and illustrated by 145 comic creators 

Abiogenesis 

FIESHROT: TALES FROM THE DEAD 

Edited by John Pearson Frightworld 

ROB ZOMBIE'S SROOKSHOW 
INTERNATIONAL #1 

By Rob Zombie and various artists MVCreabons 

BEWARE THE CREEPER #4 (OF 5) 

By Hall and Chang DCA/erdgo 

DEATH: AT DEATH'S DOOR 

By Jill Thompson DCA/ertigo 



T here’s this nine-panel, single-page, 
black-and-white comic strip by Shannon 
Wheeler, It’s about a guy sitting in a 
chair with a book. By panel eight, he’s been 
reading in seven different positions (because 
he went to get a coffee halfway through — 
nice touch). It’s pretty clear that the guy can’t 
put the book down; he has to finish it, he has 
no choice, it’s that good. The punch-line 
panel finds him standing in front of his book- 
case, shelving the book. “That guy sure can 
write,” he thinks. That comic strip’s title is 
“Alan Moore.” 

It took me two entire weeks to incremen- 
tally digest the sprawling contents of Portrait 
of an Extraordinary Gentleman, a book that 
is comprised of comic strips, illustrations, 
essays, cartoons, personal tributes and sto- 
ries, all two-hundred-or-so of them especial- 
ly created for this release by almost 150 


international artists, writers and cartoonists. 

Having finished reading the book, my first 
thought was: could any other literary art 
form besides that of comic books inspire 
such a unique, multi-media publishing pro- 
ject? (You certainly wouldn’t find a compa- 
rable creative mix in a Hollywood vanity 
pressing for Alan Alda.) My second thought 
was: could any other writer inspire this artis- 
tic equivalent of a Tupperware orgy besides 
Moore, the mad genius behind Marvelman, 
Swamp Thing, V for Vendetta, The Watchmen 
and From Hell - essential comics every one? 

My third thought after reading the book 
was: Alan Moore, we hardly know ye. That’s 
not a criticism; it’s simply a fact. (To which 
I’d add that Moore is a notorious recluse; 
such behaviour only enriches the mytholo- 
gy.) Portrait of an Extraordinary Gentleman 
is not a Moore biography (though it does 
contain a highly informative 12-page “bio- 
graphic” by Strangehaven’s Gary Spencer 
Millidge, who co-edited this project). It’s 
neither a dissection of Moore’s work, nor a 
conventional celebration. Portrait is a kalei- 
doscope; a mobius strip; a brief glimpse into 
the utterly unknowable. 

A rich glimpse, too. If I tried to give you a 
summary of the grotmd covered in this book. 
I’d come across as a huckster rather than 
merely a zealot. But here’s a smattering of 
some of the A-list contributors: Bissette, 
Gaiman, Gibbons, Hughes, Lloyd, Millar, 
Sim, Veitch and Wein (frustratingly, no 
Campbell). And I should warn you that 
roughly the majority of the contributors are 
European artists whose work is largely 
unknown in North America. 

Unlike the aforementioned list of Alan 
Moore comics, Portrait cannot be consid- 
ered essential reading in the cover-to-cover 


sense because of the fact that it contains 
intellectual essays, personal reminiscences, 
thank you letters, fan fiction, “artists’ inter- 
pretations” and, well, god knows what else 
(you expect me to remember it all!?) - it’s 
inconsistent from contribution to contribu- 
tion. There are abominations here, but there 
are revelations too, and more than enough of 
the latter to warrant ownership. 

For the record. Portrait was released in 
honour of “the world’s greatest comic writer 
in his 50th year.” Alas, in an ironic turn of 
events, Moore has declared that, upon turn- 
ing fifty, he will stop writing comics. Well, 
Bluebeard's birthday is Nov. 18, kids. So for- 
get what I said earlier: if Moore keeps his 
word - and when has he ever not? - then 
before the year’s out, the comic world will be 
saying, “Alan, we hardly knew ye.” 


like its subject matter - zombies! - the 
anthology Fleshrot: Tales from the Dead is a 
bit off-balance. It’s certainly an ambitious 
undertaking (with an ambitious, ahem, 
“undertaker” in editor/writer John Pearson), 
clocking in at over 125 pages, comprising 
eight short stories and a gallery of some 36- 
plus poster pages. And to be fair, anthologies 
are always difficult projects at best, given 
that many different visions must collectively 
yield a unified end product. But once you’re 
past Fleshrofs obvious nods to Gaines and 
Romero (the latter of whom provides a jovial 
albeit uninspiring introduction), you’re left 
holding the shovel when you realize that, 
storywise, there just wasn’t that much to dig. 


COMICS. HORROR. MOVIE POSTERS, 
ACTION FIGURES. MODELS, OH MT! 
you NAME IT! 
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That being said, The 
Restless Season, an 
undead animal fable 
written and exquisitely 
illustrated by Sweden’s 
Socar Myles, is one of 
the most original zom- 
bie stories I’ve ever 
come across. Between 
that, Jay Fotos’ eerily 
Giger-esque poster 
and Pearson’s hilarious ’70s comic book ad 
satires. I’m intrigued enough to check out 
the sequel, due next spring. And why take 
my advice on this book when you can judge 
for yourself? Two pages of every Fleshrot 
story are posted on Frightworld’s admittedly 
excellent website, www.fleshrot.com. 

As much as I dis- 
like the work of 
Robert “Zombie” 
Cummings, I can’t 
deny that the man 
knows a thing or 
thirteen about pack- 
aging. An absolute- 
ly gorgeous corpse 
of a comic book, 
Spookshow Inter- 
national is - quite 
specifically — the 
four-colour equivalent of House of 1,000 
Corpses. That’s not necessarily a good thin g 
Here are the commonalities: the comic’s 
serialized stories mainly feature the House’s 
residents, including Captain Spaulding, 
Baby and Dr. Satan. Second: as always, con- 
trol freak Cummings presides as 
the book’s sole writer, and his 
hackneyed, adolescent, campfire 
approach makes his film’s script 
seem downright original by com- 
parison. Finally: as was the case 
with House, the paint job here is 
spectacular. In other words: kudos 
to artists Gene Colan, Eddy Barros, 

Kieron Dwyer and Will Conrad for excelling 
in counterpoint to the failure of the writing 
(in fact. I honestly think that this is some of 


the best work of Gene Colan ’s career - 
and we’re talking about the guy who 
exhumed Dracula for Marvel in the 
‘70s!). So yeah, the embalming’s 
wicked - but would someone please get 
this Zombie comic some brains! More 
information: 

MV Creations .com 

Easily one of the most imaginative 
character reboots in DC’s history, 
Beware the Creeper is also proving to be 
one of the Vertigo imprints finest mini- 
series, providing that this twisted tale’s 
resolution next issue lives up to the shin- 
ing promise of the first four parts. Set in 
Paris during the decadent 1920s, Beware 
follows the anarchic exploits of a mischie- 
vous “art terrorist,” The Creeper, whose 
dada-leaning agenda appears to be rooted 
equally in subversion and revenge. The 
striking covers craftily place greater 
emphasis on the logo than on the protago- 
nist. The compelling mix 
of characters includes twin 
sisters, at least one of 
whom is the titular “vil- 
lain.” And the settings - 
ranging from cobblestone 
alleyways to opulent opera 
houses to seedy bedsits - 
are rendered throughout 
with an atmosphere drip- 
ping in dread. I love this 
comic for its title alone, but 
what you folks really need to know is; don’t 
fear the Creeper, 

A cover sell on Death: At Death i 
Door reads: “From the pages of The 
Sandman.” You should take that lit- 
erally; this is one of those “experi- 
ence required” comics. Best known 
for penciling the Brief Lives story 
arc of Vertigo’s most famous title, 
writer/artist Jill Thompson’s 200- 
odd-page one-shot featuring Death 
of The Endless isn’t so much based on Sand- 
man’s characters as it is set very specifically 
in one of its storylines - Season of Mists, 


Beware the Creeper: An atmosphere 
dripping in dread. 


wherein Lucifer abdicates his throne in 
Hell. Mayhem is the order of the day 
here as Death tries to control the sudden 
influx of essentially “paroled” spirits col- 
lecting on her doorstep (hence the title). Oh, 
and did I mention that the whole story is 
rendered manga-style? Ours is not to reason 
why, though there’s no doubt that the playful 
art suits the essential frivolity of the story 
(hey, when Delerium’s a major character, 
goofiness is a given). “Must” reading? Not 
by a long shot. Fun reading? You betcha. 
And a tip of the ankh to Thompson for com- 
ing up with a terrific explanation for the 
existence of the Dead Boy Detectives. 
Manga mia! ^ 
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DARK SDADDWS DVD CDLLECIIDN |A DISCS) 

Starring Jonathan Frid, Grayson Hall, 

Louis Edmonds and Kathryn Leigh Scott 
Directed by Dan Curtis, Penberry Jones 
and Dennis Kane 
Written by Gordon Russell, 

Art Wallace and Sam Hall 
MPI Home Video 

W ith shows like The Twilight Zone, The 
Outer Limits, and Tales From the 
Crypt having made their distinctive marks on 
genre television, it’s almost outlandish that the 
most successful horror program in television 
history was, in fact, a daytime 

^ ^ S straight-up soap opera. Dan 

0«K teDOWS 

miered on ABC June 27, 1966 
and ran until April 2, 1971. It 
was just as strange that avid 
• viewers of such programming 
embraced the show with such 

vigour and enthusiasm, being 

that vampires, witches, were- 
wolves and ghosts replaced the typical soap 
opera cast of wooden-tongued model-actresses 
and hunky guys named Dirk. As different as it 
was, Dark Shadows managed to tap into some- 
thing that mainstream television was seriously 
lacking - Gothic mystique and paranormal 
intrigue all wrapped up in an accessible and 
non-committal package of the daytime soap. 

Set in the ghoulish Collinsport, Maine mansion 
estate known as Collinwood and featuring the 
character of Barnabas Collins, an eccentric vam- 
pire more interested in being social than drink- 
ing blood - not that he didn’t indulge his natur- 
al urges on the regular - Dark Shadows was 
fashioned after the gothic suspense novel and 
was as quirky and campy as it was lurid and 


MPI celebrates Dark Shadows, the darkest soap opera ever to grace daytime 
television, with a 7-disc DVD collection of all 1,225 dark and spooky episodes. 

RETURN OF THE 

gothIc 


BY NATHAN TYLER 


spooky. Audiences fell in The series goes on 
* love with the monochro- into all directions as 

niatic, macabre show most soaps do; the past, 
right off the bat. Aside when Victoria Winters 
from its solid six-year run (Alexandra Moltke) finds 
Qn ^Li| 5 g_ ^}^g g|^Q^ herself hurled back in 
spawned two feature films - House of Dark time to 1795 during a 
Shadowsaf\dNightofDarkShadowsan(iana\\‘ seance held to uncover 1 


Sark Shadows 


Shadowsaf\dNightofDarkShadowsan(iana\\‘ seance held to uncover the mystery of Barn- 
new series in the early ’90s (starring Barbara abas’ sister Sarah. Later still, Roger Collins 

Steele) that was cancelled after only three (Louis Edmonds) surprises the household as he 

months. It is a show that is recalled often with introduces his new bride, whom Barnabas real- 

fond memories among countless horror fans and izes is actually Angelique (the stunning Lara 

still continues to fascinate. It has even spawned Parker), the witch who cursed him as a vampire 

numerous (and current) DS conventions, fan- in the late 18th century and is responsible for 

clubs and fanzines, and now it’s gotten the the death of his beloved Josette. You still with 

“complete box set” treatment for posterity from me? 

MPI Home Video. Like any soap opera, the plots of Darfr S/jatf- 

A Dark S/rac/ows refresher for the uninitiated: ows are intricate and complicated. The show 

the series focused on Barnabas Collins (por- included elements of 7/?e fam of f/?e Screw the 

trayed with no small measure of apprehension Cthulhu Mythos of H.P. Lovecraft and much hoo- 

by Jonathan Frid) is released from his chained tenanny takes place before, between, and after 

coffin after two hundred years of captivity and the descriptions above (it would be quite a feat 

arrives on the doorstep of the Collinwood estate, to summarize each show due to the sheer vol- 

Claiming to be a long-lost relative, the vampire ume of episodes in the series). 

“cousin” moves into his new digs and it’s not Of ttie seven deluxe OVD packages in MPl’s 
long before he kidnaps a young woman, Maggie official Dark Shadows collection, each contains 
Evans (Kathryn Leigh Scott), and locks her up in four discs which in turn feature 40 uncut 


the basement in hopes she’ll become the recre- 
ation of his dead lover, Josette. Soon after. Dr. 


episodes! Add to this, booklets, all-new bonus 
material including interviews with series veter- 


Julia Hoffman (Grayson Hall) arrives at the house ans such as creator/producer Dan Curtis, direc- 
to investigate Maggie’s disappearance and later tor Lela Swift, special makeup artist Dick Smith, 
promises Barnabas that she will keep his vam- music composer Robert Cobert and actors Frid, 
pirism a secret if he agrees to let her attempt to Edmonds, Parker and Scott among others. There 


cure him of his blood-sucking ten- 
dencies. Restless in his desire to 
become human, Barnabas orders Dr. 
Hoffman to accelerate her treat- 
ments to cure him, which results in 
him aging at a rapid pace, leaving 
him looking like a 200-year-old 


i.^RK Shadows 


are a grand total of 1 ,225 half-hour 
episodes (that would be every single 
episode ever made) compiled here 
in one helluva box set! Quite a 
daunting load of viewing material to 
be had here, but for diehard Dark 
Shadows fans, it’s sheer dark and 
soapy heaven. S 
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Join us at the Sheraton Meaclowlands 
in East Rutherford Nj. USA for 

The Worlds BEST Toy. 
Modol & Film Expo! 

visit us online at: 
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SID HAIG - House of 1.000 Corpses 
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TRACI lORDS - Cry Baby - Serial Mom - Profiler 
KEVIN VAN HENTENRYCK - Basket Case I i II 
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The Best in Horror from Leisure Books! 



“Douglas Clegg has become the new star 
in horror fiction, and The Hour Before Dark 
is his best and most exciting novel to date. 
This is pure imagination, and it is wearing 
speed skates.” — Peter Straub 


BRAM STOKER AWARD FINALIST! 




DOUGLAS 


“At once the most artful and most mainstream 
tale yet from one of horror’s brightest lights.” 
— Publishers Weekly (Starred Review) 


“Creepy. Compelling and atmospheric. 
Mr. Clegg has stepped into the big leagues. 
— Dallas Morning News 


Brteti Fantasy Awarf 


Winner 


is a wondertu* ' 

to be another Stephe. 

Little, Hellnotes 


“Simon Ciark 
what it takes 

-Bentley 


the best iwrror Writer « 

LiWe. 


SEPTEMBER S6. 


Tm going to seek out and read everything 
Clark writes. He’s a true talent.” 
—Bentley Lihle, Hellnotes 


‘Not since I discovered Clive Barker have 
I enjoyed horror so much.” 

— Nightfall 


A “A master of eerie thrills." 

— Richard Laymon, author of To Wake the Dead 


OCTOBER $6. 


Read Excerits and Author Inter\tews 

AT ~VyW W.DORCHESTERrU B .COI »l! 

Leisure Books is a ijivision of Dorchester Pubiishing. 
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Make Your own 
Damn Motjie! 

Lloyd Kaufman w. Adam Jahnke 
and Trent Haaga 

St. Martin's Press 

My only problem with Lloyd Kaufman’s 
previous book, All I Need to Knov.’ About 
Filmmaking I Learned From The Toxic 
Avenger, was that for all that it entertained 
and enlightened (or shocked and appalled, 
depending on one’s appreciation for fart 
jokes and references to barnyard sex, my 
own fondness for both being unparalleled in 
these parts), Kaufman couldn’t seem to 
decide whether he wanted to write a memoir 
for fans or a how-to manual for aspiring 
indie filmmakers. Well, that and the fact that 
the first fifteen pages were missing from my 
review copy. Kaufman himself would later 
assure me in writing that tljose pages really 
sucked and that I was better off without them 
and that I was a genius and that, further- 
more, our editor Rod was “hung like a 
baguette,” as if this particular information 
(which I really, really didn’t need) would 
somehow ease my troubled mind about those 
fifteen wayward pages. In short, welcome to 
Tromaville. 

A scant three years later, Kaufman weighs 
in again with another tome, this one specifi- 
cally dedicated to the ins, outs, sights, 


sounds and smells of independent filmmak- 
ing, aptly titled Make Your Own Damn 
Movie. Three decades in the Troma trenches 
have provided Uncle Lloyd with more tech- 
nical skills, marketing savvy, killer instinct 
and emotional scars than virtually any other 
indie auteur you can name, and like all the 
best tribal elders, he’s willing to pass this 
knowledge on for a nominal service charge. 
The dimensions of the average baguette, 
however, are not touched upon. 

Of course, it’s not unreasonable to expect a 
book by Kaufman — even a step-by-step 
guide for first-time directors - to be kilt- 
krappingly funny as well as instructive, and 
he doesn’t disappoint. In fact I found myself 
marveling that I’d actually learned a great 
deal by the last page without really being 
conscious of any learning process having 
taken place, a ruse I’m sure I would have 
resented when I was a child. Even when 
delivered in Kaufman’s trademark anarchic 
style, the actual info - pre-production, the 
shoot, post-production and all the attendant 
minutiae - is all there. And perhaps most 
importantly, he backs it all up with personal 
anecdotes. The oft-perilous productions of 
Terror Firmer and Citizen Toxie: Toxic 
Avenger 4, Troma ’s two most recent efforts 
(and two of the best), provide the bulk of the 
campfire tales here, the level of detail sug- 
gesting that Kaufman may have actually 


been taking notes for the book while those 
films were in production. 

Make Your Own Damn Movie is also 
fleshed out by multiple sidebars contributed 
by a number of Troma employees and co- 
conspirators, the bulk by Terror Firmer star 
and Citizen Toxie co-writer Trent Haaga. An 
intriguing dynamic is in evidence here: a 
good deal of print is dedicated to “My god, 
what an asshole I am to work fori,” and most 
of Haaga’s equally entertaining sidebars 
consist of “He’s not kidding, folks, he really 
is an asshole!” Assholedom, it becomes 
obvious, is often an independent filmmak- 
er’s most invaluable asset, and props go to 
Kaufinan for coming clean about it. 

Rue Morgue, incidentally, is mentioned 
briefly toward the end of the book, although 
no further comparisons are made between 
our editor's turgid Tijuana tallywacker and 
any variety of baked goods. But what the hey 
- it’s not the size of the baguette that counts, 
anyway. Is it? Oh, won’t somebody tell me?? 

John W. Bowen 

Eaten Alive! 

Italian cannibal and 
zombie mooies 
Jay Slater, Ed. 

Plexus Publishing 

Ahhh... such savoury subject matter for a 
reference book: the Italian cannibal/zombie 
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film. An acquired taste, no doubt, never- 
theless a vital and literally visceral sub- 
genre that, in this man’s opinion, never 
gets enough coverage. Jay Slater’s digest- 
sized Eaten Alive stains over 250 pages 
with in-depth, critical dissections and 
vivisections of such entrail eating classics 
as diverse as Joe D’Amato’s Emanuelle 
and The Last Cannibals and Deodato’s 
ever traumatic Cannibal Holocaust right 
through to such highly unlikely fare as 
Passolini’s Pigsty and Frank Agrama’s 
underrated Dawn of the Mummy. 

There’s plenty of juicy essays to sink 
your moss encrusted teeth into; critiques 
by the likes of Uncle Lloyd Kaufman, 
author Ramsey Campbell, gutslingers 
Joel Reed and Brian Yuzna and, most 
entertainingly, Italo-sleaze legend Gio- 
vanni Lombardo Radice (a.k.a. John 
Morghen), 

Radice was the creepy fuck who gets 
his weeny yanked off in Lenzi’s sick and 
ludicrous Cannibal Ferox and his brains 
drilled out in Fulci’s Gates of Hell. You'd 
think this guy would have some affinity 
for the nasties that made his name but 
noooo... he hates these flicks with 
admirable passion and proves it with an 
absolutely scathing review of Deodato’s 
early classic The Last Cannibal World, a 
decent flick in its own right. As much as 
I’d like to bonk the ungrateful thespian on 
the head with a femur bone, the piece is 
undoubtedly a wild read. 


Slater himself is to be slapped on the 
bloody back for his killer editing instincts. 
He not only knows his shit but cares enough 
to include some really way-out tricks and 
treats. Fulci’s immortal Zombi 2 is given the 
full monty analysis here and is accompanied 
with excerpts of Elisa Briganti and Dardano 
Sachetti's original screenplay. You think 
Olga Karlatos got it bad when that jagged 
splinter was wedged into her ocular orb? 
Fuggedaboudit man. the way Briganti and 
Sachetti’s action reads, she gets semi- 
scalped and de-!ipped in the process! I’m 
thinking it’s time for a remake! Hell, I’LL 
DO IT! 

Eaten Alive really is a great little book for 
hardcore fans of cannibal splatter and the 
heavy level of rare (Ha! Rare! Get it?), puke- 
inducing pics help immeasurably. I wish to 
god I had a copy of the Japanese one-sheet 
for Marino Girolami’s Zombi Holocaust. If 
you can get me one, I’ll be your friend. If 
not, bugger off and buy this book. 

Chris Alexander 

The immortal count: 
The Life and films of 
Bela Lu^osi 
Arthur Lenning 

University Press of Kentucky 

Bela Lugosi: Dracula, Hungarian, buried 
in his cape. What more do you need to 
know? If you’re Arthur Lenning, a lot bloody 
more. This guy has devoted his life to docu- 


Eaten Alive!; Finally zombies and cannibals get their due. 


Eric Pigors 

Eric Pigors’ third self-published 
book of ghoulish art will be a hit with 
the kids - the spooky ones that is. It’s 
chock full of Pigors’ own bizarre 
brand of Halloween-inspired poetry 
and noosery rhymes, which are cool, but the art is 
still much cooler. Enjoy... or else! Available at Unkle 
Pigors Spookhouse at www.toxictoons.com. 

Gary Pullin 


Michael Adams 

Oxford University Press 
it’s funny how academics make TV’s 
Buffy the Vampire Slayer out to be cul- 
turally important. Funny peculiar. Not 
funny ha ha. This detailed examination of 
Buffy slang is bone dry, explaining the origins and 
meanings behind hundreds of terms like Scarea- 
palooza and Freaksome. For etymology enthusiasts 
or bookwormy Buffyholics only. 

Liisa Ladouceur 


Nancy Kilpatrick and 
Michael IGIpatrick 

Five Star 

Nancy Kilpatrick teams up with co- 
author Michael Kilpatrick to bring us 
her latest tale set deep in the Canadi- 
an backwoods. This unusual novel pits 
a group of neighbours against a suspi- 
cious new development and the timeless night crea- 
tures that find their safe harbour beneath it. A 
refreshing and eerie departure from your typical 
urban horror. 

Monica S. Kuebler 


Thomas M. Feramisco 

^ McFarland & Co. 

Feramisco digs deep into Univer- 
sal’s vault to unearth oodles of buried 
1 treasures from the popular Mummy 
, franchise of the 1940s. Lost scenes, 

I dialogue, scripts and goodies galore 

are exhumed on The Mummy's Hand, 
The Mummy’s Tomb, The Mummy's Ghost, The 
Mummy’s Return and The Mummy’s Curse. Hardcore 
Mummy fans need only apply. 

Jen Vuckovic 








shelf Life: fantastic stories 
celebrating Bookstores 
Greg Ketter, Ed. 
Dreamhaven Books 


If there is or>e thing that most writers have in common - 
aside from the obsessive need to put pen to- paper, of course - 
. it’s a love of b'ookstofes. Shelf Life editor and bookstore owner 
Greg Ketter obviously has. lighted, on ttiis fact, and milks it 
..with a collection of fantastic teles to coincide with his very own 
.bpdltetpre’s 25th anniversary (that’s Dreamhaven Books, by 
the way),' ' • , . ; ^ 

. For his fiesta, Ketter has assehibled an impressive lineup of 
'-the genre's top tafent, including RamSey. Campbell, Charles De' 
Lint,' Harlan EH'ison, Nina Kiriki Hoffman and' a bevy of others - 
,16 stories in alt with an, introduction by Neil Caiman, who takes 
•US bh. an anecdotal; sometimes humorous journey through the 
most ifpportant'bookstdres of his youth; , 

As'.the; title suggests,, the stories here are.more'fantesticai 
than .hbt^ific, You wiH find ,pixies;hobS, sold'Souts and'haunt-' 
,lngs-.caught;hetw^n', these pages, but, unfortunately! a bare 
minimurn of^potaitially-gory or disturbing content There is a 
progression from the light-hearted to ttie more strange and 
sinister, -miRo you.-Duf even ths darkest Stories feel a tad 
Testrafned.'- \ ; 

The: emphasis /son the storytelling though, 
and (What bepomes.most compellipg is 'how' 
the- IwpHstpres, arid, books toemseives often 
'drive 'thq tales, more so fhan'the characters 
• who' work' in or visit them. Gome of toe high- 
lights .include a whimsical acdoant of tviio not- 
so-ordinary bookstore- mousing kittens' (The 
'Hemingway Kittens), a holocaust tale'{A Book, 
'By its Cover), the stot^ of.an immortal shopper 
Trazzled in a;chain store,(l Am Looking-for a 
,Bbok...) and a cautionary fable of a shop that 
containa-eyery-book never written. (Ballard's. Books). 

, She/f L//e, like toe bookstores that inspired it, does feature 
exceptional diversity of-style-and content a little something 
for everyone,, provided your, tastes aren’t too macabre. It’s ari 
enjoyable r8ad,;despite how achingly “safe” it felt (expect no 
boundaries to be pushed hfere, no edges to be threatened or 
• lines crossed). But, like a good bookstore,',it’s all about hours 
of quiet entertainment followed by a deep, wistful sleep. If you 
.want nightmares, .you’ll have to pull another volume from the 


», SHEL F LIFE 


Monica S. Kuebler 



The Immortal Count: A literary shrine to Bela Lugosi. 


menting Lugosi’s career, and this updated 466-page tomb is exhaustive in 
its examination of the immortal Count. 

Lenning’s been a Lugosi fan since childhood, and his appetite for all 
things Bela is on par with Renfield’s insatiable bug cravings. He met 
Lugosi in the ’40s and invited the actor over to his house to show him his 
Lugosi memorabilia collection and shrine. Unfortunately, he’s so com- 
pletely obsessed with the man that he doesn’t approach his subject very 
objectively, and his style is quite dry and stiff, 

Lenning - who refers to himself as “the author” or “the boy” throughout 
- attempts to resolve many discrepancies and rumours about Lugosi by 
traveling to Hungary to rifle through decaying playbills, collecting reviews 
and articles from old Hollywood trade magazines and many exclusive pho- 
tos, all published within. Lugosi was a working actor all of his life, so 
there are dozens of plays and films to mention in such a biography. 
Lenning faithfully catalogues them all, offering detailed descriptions of 
plot, cast, production notes, etc. I can’t imagine anyone with an interest in 
Lugosi needing a lengthy rehash of the Dracula plot, but if you’d like to 
know how many shots were made on each reel of The Raven, or what exact 
day Lugosi started shooting Bowery at Midnight, help yourself 
There are some interesting morsels hidden throughout, including a dis- 
cussion of Lugosi’s marriages (it seems he was a sexist jerk), his morphine 
addiction, bankruptcy and such, but they’re buried in page after page of 
movie business notes. It’s sad to read how little Lugosi was paid, especial- 
ly for Dracula ($3,500), but most of the details are boring. For a book 
about the Count of Counts, this one lacks bite. 

Liisa Ladouceur 
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Before the Asian cinematic sensation, before 
the DreamWorks remake, there was 
the novel that started it all... 






creators, 

Mervin Peake and bands like 45 Grave and 
Lacuna Coil. A thorough read will definitely help 
secure a landslide victory in any game of Gother 
Than Thou, it’s also lavishly illustrated with hun- 
dreds of photos of beloved icons and buxom 
black-haired babes. 

Even better than what’s written is how it’s 
written. The author is clearly a child of the night 
himself (he’s got Bad in his name, after ail). He 
speaks in an eloquent, slightly smart-assed 
voice that’s authoritarian without being too aca- 
demic. And he rightfully gives equal time to both 
the American and the European scenes, 
although his Inclusion of black metal bands like 
Cradle of Filth will no doubt irk sensitive purists. 
His sources are reputable and interesting, and 
Baddeley has interviewed several film legends 
personally, including veteran stars Ingrid Pitt and 
Christopher Lee. The author obviously knows his 
scary shit, and Goth Chic is a beautiful com- 
pendium of Info on various dark matters (few, 
despite its title, to do with fashion). 

I do wish It had an index, though, and that 
Baddeley had specifically footnoted the many 
books he referenced. When I disagree with him 
(Ed Gein a “legend” of Gothic horror?) I’d like to 
know if it’s his thoughts or something he’s bor- 
rowing from another writer. Goth Chic also stops 
short of making any statement of analysis about 
goth culture. Baddeley gives up trying to deter- 
mine “what is goth” and ultimately decides it’s 
“whatever goths happen to like.” In that case, 
this book is goth as fuck. % 


A new book sheds li^ht on the culture of morbidity... 


by Liisa tadouceur 


goth chic 

Gavin Baddeley 

Plexus Publishing 

What is goth? Ask a group of fishnet- 
wearing, clove cigarette smoking, fake- 
fang baring graveyard habitues and you 
are bound to get a different answer 
from each one. The spooky and sophis- 
ticated subculture born of post-punk, 
horror cinema, Victorian vogue, roman- 
tic literature and S/M fetishes is 
diverse, ever evolving and contrary. It’s a group 
that defies convention and abhors conformity, 
yet imposes “alternative” dress codes on its 
members. It also embraces morbidity and likes a 
good laugh. As author Gavin Baddeley notes in 
the opening chapter of his new book Goth Chic, 
“it writhes and squirms, proving difficult to pin 
down.” (Although many a Goth enjoys trying to 


GOTH 

CHIC 

n conUBifiatut a guiit is tuUstc 


be pinned down. But I 
digress....) 

Nevertheless, British dark 
culture pundit Baddeley 
(author of books on Marilyn 
Manson and Satanic music) 
attempts to answer the 
$66,600 question in this excellent treatise, the 
Rosetta stone of guides to gothic music, movies, 
books and style. Unlike Mick Mercer’s fine 
works. Hex Files and 21st Century Goth, which 
are mostly directories of the global modern 
gothic community, Baddeley explores the twist- 
ed, tangled roots of It ail, from 18th century nov- 
els to 21st century cyber/fetish parties. Almost 
anyone who’s ever used red food colouring as 
hair colour or stayed up all night accompanied 
by Edgar Allan Poe stories and some absinthe 
will find much of what’s covered here bleeding 
obvious: Marquis de Bade, Hammer Horror, 
Bauhaus, Clive Barker, Bela Lugosi, Weird Tales, 
etc. But even self-proclaimed experts in UK 
death rock, vampire novels and classic fright 
films will be stunned by the detail and depth of 
this tomb. 

Goth Chic goes far in bridging the generation 
gap between old school faatcavers and today’s 
spooky kids. If you haven’t bought a record since 
Sisters of Mercy’s Floodland, you should read 
about My Dying Bride. And if you think classic lit- 
erature is Anne Rice, find out about H. P. Love- 
craft. Goths attracted primarily to the music and 
fashion will benefit from history of the creepy 
books and movies that spawn their style. Bad- 
deley also includes influential but oft-forgotten 



enter the search subject ''horror'' in our online catalogue - it' II make you happ 
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t.^ecen^^i/ t^eceive^cyinime 

BIO BBBB 

CLASSnC CUTS FROIVl 


This issue, three classic anime titles get dissected for their influences on the horror-anime genre. 


BY DONALD SIMMOKS 



Anime 18 

lOi Minutes- English Language DVD 

This is one of the most notorious tities in all of 
anime, and for good reason. It’s completely 
grotesque, filled with casually brutal rape, 
explicit eviscerations, and a near 
total lack of hope. And best of all, 
it’s the grand-daddy of tentacle sex! 
But it’s not a piece of exploitive 
trash like most of the “tentacle-sex” 
anime that have followed it. 

Three worlds exist; Human, 
Demon, and Man-Beast - the latter 
look human but have supernatural 
powers. Evidently, ancient legend says that once 
every 3000 years the Overfiend is born and will 
bring together these three worlds and create 
one new world of prosperity for all creatures 
(note: prosperity means something very differ- 
ent to the Overfiend than it does to you and me). 
Events rapidly explode in a deluge of violence 
and sexual horror out of the demons or anyone’s 
control. 

Make no mistake, Urotsukidoji is filled from 
the start with death and mutilation inflicted on 
innocent bystanders, escalating into an all-out 
slaughter. What lifts it above ultra-violence for 
its own sake is that there’s a real story with real 
people here. 

Nagumo and Akemi are just two kids in love, 
but they’re powerless to avoid the maelstrom of 
destruction around them. Their schoolmate Niki, 
endlessly bullied by everyone else, succumbs to 
demon temptations of power (in a scene ttiat 
will have the male audience squirming) but only 
ends up suffering all the more. 

To say there’s sex in this movie is an under- 
statement. Apparently, demons like to get down 
with human females and favour the money shot 
when the tentacles come out, if you get my drift. 

The creature designs are straight out of Love- 
craft, and the animation, while slightly dated, 
depicts in all Its glory entrails, dangling eyeballs 
and bodies stuffed in freezers. (Why can't they 
all be like this?) While not for everyone, Urot- 
sukidoji certainly makes an Impression, and 
although it was made in '99, it’s an important 
piece of work for anime fans as the film 
launched the “erotic-grotesque” genre in 
Japanese animation - hence its inclusion here, 
for you hardcore horror anime fans. 


Manea 

82 Minutes -Dual Language OVD 

Demon City Shinjuku opens with one of direc- 
tor Yoshaiki Kawajiri’s trademarks, a leap & 
slash, good vs. evil swordfight on the roofs of 
Tokyo’s skyscrapers. Unfortunately for humani- 
ty, it ends with the good guy, 

Genichirou, losing first an 
arm, and then enough blood 
for several people, having 
been impaled on his ex- 
schooifriend’s Revi-Ra's 
sword. Evil’s victory results in 
an earthquake which wrecks 
Tokyo’s financial centre and 
physically separates it from 
the rest of the city with gaping 
chasms and turns it Into a 
breeding ground for, what 
else... DEMONS! 

Ten years later, the President of the World 
Federation arrives in Tokyo, fresh from solving 
all the problems of the Mideast and as Kyoya 
watches on TV, he's attacked by demonic 
agents. What happens next? The usual; some 
dude has to rescue humanity from demonic 



forces his father before him stirred up, and save 
the girl too. 

Demon City is an early work (1988) of the 
director of Ninja Scroii 7) and Vampire 
Hunter D: Bloodlust (/?/l#27). While it’s by no 
means bad, it is thin compared to the movies 
that followed it. There isn't a lot of story, and it 
lacks the lavish animation that can 
make plot and characters not mat- 
ter that much. 

That said. Demon City Shinjuku 
laid down the groundwork for some 
incredible anime movies that were 
to come. It also features some 
wonderfully gory battle scenes 
(including a cat getting decapitat- 
ed). Its most painful offense is its 
lack of gore (and tentacles!). 
Demon Cityvjas re-issued this year 
on DVD from Manga. Sadly, it does- 
n’t feature any extras worth men- 
tioning, and steer clear of the English voices, 
which consist mostly of Southern accents (!). Or 
perhaps you should watch it with the subs on; 
have a party supplement 
of your choice and let me 
know if it plays out any 
betterl 


Manga 

Three ^0-MiNUTE EPISODES - 


Dual Language DVD 



Pity Koichi. He’s possessed by Susa, an ancient warrior spirit who keeps turning him into a low- 
rent version of the Guyver (RMti33) and making him slaughter any young female the dragon spir- 
its might be trying to possess. Better safe than sorry, right? Only now they’re after his childhood 
friend Terumi, the most bullied girl in school, who’s started helplessly sucking the life out of what- 
ever she touches. And then Buddhist monks, three-headed dragons, and the odd zombie start 
showing up. If you’re confused, it’s only natural. Anime plots are notoriously wiggy, and this one 
champions them all in the confusion department so just shut up and watch. 

Despite the down-right stupid title, this movie was recommended to us because it comes from 
some very famous anime producers and artists and it’s soon to be out of print. Right, now we 
know that famous producers and artists don’t necessarily equal a good time. Takegami verges 
on greatness but consistently falls short, which stinks as there are things about it I really liked, 
such as the giant monster attacks nof being conveniently ignored by the authorities. Also, the 
visuals have a high “yeeshl” factor, like the poor guy who gets it through his eyes. Oh. and there’s 
a gratuitous sex scene thrown in for good measure. But the pacing is awkward throughout, with 
too many long recitations of ancient legends being woven into the plot until you can't remember 
why the current bad guy is fighting Koichi, and plot inconsistencies galore (there’s a 200-year- 
old nun who must redeem her family name for... something! I think). 

Koichi’s ultimate god form also looks like it’s wearing more makeup than King Diamond, and is 
more laughable than formidable. Good ideas, not-so-great execution. Needs more tentacles. 
Maybe a rental, if you’re into giant-monsters-fighting-in-the-city-type anime. 
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Five issues back, Rue Morgue posed the question: 
'August Undergound: The Most Disturbing Film Ever Made? 
The verdict is in. No... the sequel is. 




AUGUST UNDERGROUND'S MORDUM 

Starring Fred Vogel, Michael T. Schneider 
and Cristie Whiles 

Written and directed by Fred Vogel, Michael T. 
Schneider, Cristie Whiles, Killjoy and JeramI Cruise 
Toe Tag Pictures (www.toetagpictures.com) 


J have been an unrepentant gorehound for more 
than 20 years. I’m hardcore. I have never turned 
off a film because I couldn’t take It. But I have 
seen... something.. Ahsi may have changed the way 
I view horror. And. for the first time, I have an 
unequivocal answer to the question “What’s the 
most disturbing film ever made?” 

August Underground has no beginning, no end 
and no morality. Two assholes videotape their acts of 
rape and murder. The one you see do bad things is 
Fred Vogel, the one you don’t is the guy who refused 
to use his real name. The footage has been degrad- 
ed to make it look like it was shot with a camcorder. 
It looks so real. My wife came home while the cam- 
eraman was trying to force-feed a nude, gore-caked 
woman with a nipple hacked off, her own shit. I pic- 
tured myself telling a divorce court judge that it was 
faked, really, and turned it off. That wasn’t the last 
time I abandoned this film. 

I was relieved when the tape ran out. I put in the 
second tape, assuming that they must have toned it 
down. I was dead wrong. August Underground’s 
Mordum should have been subtitled More, as in 
more piss, more puke, more cum, more blood, more 
rape, more torture and more murder. It’s the sickest, 
most repellent filth I’ve ever seen. The first film is a 
cinematic curb job, the sequel is psychic prison 
gang rape; a malignant, seething hateworkthat may 
be the most abhorrent masterpiece to ever slither 
from the underground. 

It just... begins. After brief flashes of a woman fel- 
lating a hammer, the film cuts to Crusty (Whiles) 
showering puke on the heads of two mewling 
women, who in turn gag and spew. I have never 
seen anything so disgusting in all of my life. I hit 
Stop and seriously reconsidered this article. 

And yet, I couldn't back down. I’m hardcore. I 
cracked another beer, took a deep breath and waded 
back in. I had to walk away from this film three more 
times before it was over. I simply couldn’t absorb 


this maelstrom of violence, insanity and death. I 
felt dirty and ashamed. 

Fredenstein (Vogel) takes a back seat to mag- 
Got (Schneider), who figures in all of the worst 
atrocities. I don’t know what was the most 
heinous thing this skinny little freak did - fuck a 
rotting corpse in a gore-splattered bathtub, con- 
vince a gibbering captive to cut off his own cock 
with little sewing scissors, or pluck maggots off 
the bloated corpse of a decapitated child and eat 
them. 

This is the around-the-world of depravity, 
more degraded and more degrading than the 
first, a bootleg from the bowels of the grimiest 
necro-hell. Gone are the extended ‘exposition’ 
scenes, Mordum staggers from one vile tableau 
to the next, showing you everything you thought 
you wanted to see. The performances are fright- 
ening, never mind the chunder - I’m not con- 
vinced that magGot didn’t actually shove his 
dick in that woman’s disemboweled belly and 
shoot off in her guts. 

It would be easy, and in good conscience, to 
dismiss this film as offensive pseudo-snuff, but 
Mordum is loathsome, evil genius with some 
truly great art effects. It’s climbed inside my 
head and hasn’t left me alone. It’s as if all of the 
horror films and extreme metal that I’ve sur- 
rounded myself with has been boiled down to its 
putrid essence and vomited into my face. I don’t 
know if I can ever look at what I’ve considered 
entertainment the same way again. 

If there is a film that is more disturbing than 
August Underground’s 
Mordum, it’s genuine 
snuff. I don’t recom- 
mend you watch 
this film, I fucking 
DARE you. ^ 
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A bizarre virus kills young Japanese schoolgirls. 
Rising from the dead and craving human flesh, 
these zombie girls can only be killed by chopping 
them into over one hundred pieces... 


A Naoyuki Ibinoniatsu Film 
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"...death metal by design, black 
metal in attitude ... perfectly 
executed in the spirit of the ^ 
genre's masters with moments 
that recall the heavier days of 
old school thrash!" - Live 4 Metal 

"...especially violent - razor- 
like riffs as interpreted by 
speed-junkie demons... spitting 
blasphemy like barbed-wire 
vomit." - Chris Barnes •» 


Features former DarkMoon members 
with their crushing version of the 
Coroner classic, "Masked Jackal" 


IN STORES NOW! 



"...one of the most compelling albums of this genre in a long, long time." - Alt Music Guide 
"...a perfect blend of a wide array of electronic and rock influences resulting in Razed in 
Black's best offering to date. 9/10." - Outburn 
"An exceptional album." - UK Rocksound 

"...guaranteed to give your sound system and skull a work out.. .definitely one of the 
most enjoyable releases this year." - Goth Nation 


2 Disc Set 
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FROM BEYOND Neo-Classical 
Richard Band 

l_A-U Land Records 
It’s too bad From Beyond w\\\ forev- 
er live in the shadow of Re-Anima- 
tor, Stuart Gordon’s homage to 
Lovecraftian weirdness is the stuff 
of mad genius! Gordon commis- 
sioned Richard Band (fresh from 
scoring Re-Animator), to once 
again put strange sounds to weird 
sights and the results are the stuff 
of B-movie legend. Band's idea; to 
"make the audience grow their 
own pineal gland” through the use 
of strings and a cascading bell-like 
synth sample. Once again La-La 
Land Records lards on the love with 
this Limited Edition disc that resur- 
rects the entire score with lengthy 
liner notes from historian Randall 
Larson. A collector’s dream, er, 
nightmare. GC %%%%% 


bands here, the likes of Hatebreed, 
Mushroomhead, Slipknot, Seven- 
dust, Murderdolls, Type 0 Negative 
and fourteen others. Even so, Fred- 
dy l/s. Jason is no concept album; 
more of an excuse to put together a 
compilation of new bands, most of 
whom will benefit hugely from the 
exposure. The good news is that 
the album is pretty good in an alter- 
native radio-friendly kind of way, if 
a little lite on dark sentiments. 

GC %%$: 



WROHOTDRN Classical 

Elia Cmiral 

Varese Sarabande 

1 was pretty happy to see that this 
wasn’t anotfter one of those “music 
inspired by” albums that studios 
like to throw together to promote 


the latest rock bands. This is none 
other than Elia {They, The Rats, 
Stigmata) Cmiral's score for Stan 
Winston’s modern backwoods 
splatter piece. The score is big on 
jolts and flavoured with a back- 
woods sound, not quite Deliverance 
mind you, but the insinuations are 
there. Some nice pieces, even if it 
Is a hard sell outside the movie 
itself. GC 



TERMINATORS: Classical 

RISE OF THE MACHINES 

Marco Beltrami 

Varese Sarabande 

Arnold Schwarzenegger takes over 
the world with T3 and composer 
Marco {Resident Evil, Biade II) Bel- 
trami provides the soundtrack, by 
turns bombastic (TX’s Hot Tail, 
Graveyard Shootout), modern 


(Hooked On Multiphonics, Dual Ter- 
minator) and sublime (A Day In the 
Life, Radio). It also includes a 
throwaway retooling of Brad Fidel’s 
theme for the original Terminator 
along with adult contemporary 
cheese by Dillon Dixon and Mia 
Julia. Expectedly loud, but not with- 
out some value. GC 



GREEPSHOW Synth 

John Harrison 

La-La Land Records 
At long lovin' last, John Harrison's 
eerie score to the Stephen 
King/George A. Romero horror clas- 
sic Creepshowhas been pressed to 
CD for the first time kiddies! Unbe- 
lievably, this was Harrison’s first 
feature film score and Creepshow 
would not have been the same 



;^one In the Zone... Again 


THE TWILIGNT ZONE RADIO DRAMAS COllECTIONS 3 a 4 Audio Drama 
I Hosted by Stacy Keach 

CBS Worldwide Inc. 

Trapped in traffic? Get lost in the Twilight Zone. CBS resurrects the nostalgic radio 
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FREDDY vs. lASDN Rock/Metal 
Various 

Roadrunner Records 
Freddy Krueger versus Jason 
Voorhees: a showdown of this cali- 
bre could only have been birthed in 
the corporate boardroom. And the 
executives at that meeting decided 
it’s best to piggy back the latest 
hard rock/metal acts onto their 
high profile monster party. Ergo, 
you’ll find a ton of studio-backed 


Trapped in traffic? Get lost in the Twilight Zone. CBS resurrects the nostalgic radio ^ ^ 

drama with two more volumes of The Twilight Zone Radio Dramas {ongmaWy created ^ V ** w 

for the popular syndicated old-time radio series When Radio Was), totalling 

"seven hours of creepy auditory goodness! Once again, Stacy Keach hosts eight 
• new hour-long installments adapted from Rod Serling’s original TV series and IJJ^UGHT 
starring a variety of soap opera and television personalities like John Ratzen- 
berger {Cheerdj, Morgan Brittany {Dallas) and Tim Kazurinsky (Sweetchuck .JR m M A M 

from the Police Academy movies'.). Classic 72 episodes included on Vol. 3 are ~ ^ T 

The Passerby, Four O’clock, The Rip Van Winkle Caper, The Monsters Are Due ■■■■■■■■■ 

. On Maple Street, with I Am the Night - Color Me Black, Cavender Is Coming, A 

^ Stop At Willoughby and Escape Clause on Vol. 4. Like the first two volumes (see RliM32), the dramatizations 
are punctuated by annoying commercials for the Hollywood Celebrity Diet - blehl Who thought up that mar- 
- keting plan? In any event, the dramas themselves are well worth the dough, especially if you want to lose a 
few pounds. JV 

■ '25 






MANSONON 


Rumours abound about Marilyn Man- 
son’s ongoing work in horror films, both 
as a music composer (the upcoming 
Texas Chainsaw Massacre remake) and 
as an actor. Rue Morgue caught up with 
the shock rocker as he toured his latest 
album, The Golden Age of the Grotesque, 
to speak frankly about some of those pro- 
jects. 

■ , • jn • T - the 
rear' ? 

I was a bigger skeptic tian anyone, 
because the first one created a whole 
genre. I even sampled sounds from it for 
my records. I was asked to do the new 
one, maybe over a year ago. I did a few 
pieces of music, but tie movie got 
delayed so 1 don’t think I’m going to be 
able to do the whole score. I think it's 
probably going to be a good movie, 
though. 

■ke 


Well, they want us to. I’m interested. It 
was a learning experience, that first one, 
making music to fit images. It helped 
inspire the way we made Golden Age of 
Grotesque because this record, to me, 
was very visual. I would come to the band 
and say, “I want this to sound like a burn- 
ing piano, or a stampeding elephant, or a 
room full of girls that are very pissed off 
about every guy they’ve ever met." It 
made us create in a different way, and it 
was very much due to working on film. 
After this tour, I plan to do some acting, 

w? 

There is a Frankenstein movie that I’m 
just about committed to. The Memoirs of 
Elizabeth Frankenstein with Christopher 
Walken, (directed by Lynn Hershman Lee- 
son], I’m not playing the monster, tiiough, 
as some people assume. 

:yi, 

My favourite is Rosemary's Baby. I think 
it’s genius and it’s got a sense of humour, 

I like very much [Takashi Miike’s] Audi- 
tion. The Omen always scared me, so did 
The Exorcist ^y of the religious ones, 
because I grew up in fear of all things 
Chrishan! S 


without it. Each track, named after 
the five short stories (aiong with the 
prologue, epilogue and end title) is 
like languid sex for your ears after 
so many years of waiting, they just 
creep up on you. One of my per- 
sonal favs is The Tide, an atmos- 
pheric track reminiscent of John 
Carpenter’s early style, but darker. 
The disc comes with 10 pages of 
liner notes including letters from 
Harrison, Romero and terrifying 
bivia. As a bonus, the disc also 
contains newly recorded suites 
from Tales From Uie Darkside and 
three unreleased tracks composed 
for two never-produced Romero 
films. Now go on and git a copy you 
ole lunkhead! JV 



THE TIGER LILLIES Classlcal/Cabaret 
WITH KRONOS QUARTET 
The Gorey End 

EMI Classics 

If you’re a fan of twisted ’toonsmith 
Edward Gorey, you’ll love hearing 
how he left some unpublished work 
behind after his death to be set to 
music. You just might not love hear- 
ing the finished product. Critically 
acclaimed "avante garde cabaret” 
outfit The Tiger Lillies {Shockhead- 
ed Petei) turned Gorey’s poetry into 
highly theatrical compositions, but 
the only horrific part is their gener- 
ous use of accordion. Guests Kro- 
nos Quartet should bring creepy, 
orchestral melancholy to the mix, 
but they don’t. Instead, the eerie 
themes of Besotted Mother and 
Dreadful Domesticity are over-the- 
top silly, with lots of high-pitched 
screeching from singer Martyn 
Jaques. It suits Gorey’s whimsical 
side, but isn’t macabre at all. Still, 
previously unheard writings like 
ABC (“A is for Arsenic, someone 
thought fun, to include on the icing, 
on top of a bun”) will delight Gorey 
fans, and the booklet is nice. 

LL 
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PETRUCELLI PRODUCTIONS 

Music To Die For Neo-Classical 

WWW.MP3.COM/PEmUCCELLIPRODUCTIOMS 

If you’re the sort of person who 
normally associates haunted 
attractions with more or less juve- 
nile entertainment, you can rest 
assured that this compilation dedi- 
cated to fans of Halloween, goth- 
ic/horror film scores, and the 
haunted attraction industry is gen- 
uinely atmospheric fright film 
material. Having impressed the 
Audio Drome with his tribute to 
Frank McCurdy’s Haunted Mansion 
(see RM#M), Frank Petrucelli 
released this collection of spooky 
sounds a couple of years ago with 
the aim of telling chilling stories 
through sound from all perspec- 
tives of the genre - escaped insane 
asylum patients, dark hallways, 
decaying graveyards, and a brew- 
ing storm on All Hallow’s Eve, each 
get their own creepy interpretation. 
Mind you, the accent is still a little 
more on lighthearted Halloween 
fun than on truly bleak sound- 
scapes, but this is still a nice album 
for late third-season drives down 
dark country roads. AL 
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MIDNIGHT SYNDICATE 

Dungeons & Dragons soundscaDe 

Entity Productions 
I have fond memories of playing 
D&D in my youth, so fond in fact, 
that I rose to the occasion when I 
saw this disc, which is -to the best 
of my knowledge - the first official 
soundtrack album companion to 
the classic game. It comes as no 
surprise that Wizards Of The Coast 
would commission Midnight Syndi- 


cate (see RfM22) for the job, two 
guys who’ve swept across the 
haunted attraction industry and 
who (more importantly) have devel- 
oped a keen sense for concept 
music that plays out in the head 
without the aid of visuals. Dun- 
geons & Dragons is a step ahead 
for the duo; it’s hugely cinematic, 
with majestic flourishes that recall 
some of Hollywood's most memo- 
rable theme music and lots of vari- 
ety within a strict theme. Granted, 
the concept here calls for more 
fantasy/adventure than hard horror, 
but sometimes the line is remark- 
ably thin. Are you listening, Tinsel 
Town? GC MS:!; 



THE PROWL Punk 

What Are You Doing? 

Gloom Records 

The truly distressing artwork on 
this seven-inch by Massachusetts 
punk rockers The Prowl is inspired 
by Bill Lustig’s memorably disturb- 
ing slasher film Maniac and, just 
like the film, the EP has already 
become the subject of controversy. 
Inside, look for some harder-edged 
rock ’n’ roll garage punk a la Ado- 
lescents or Angry Samoans that 
manages to incorporate speed and 
melody into an angry blitzkrieg of 
punk chords and smashed symbols 
without becoming unlistenable. 
One track is dedicated to Lustig’s 
film, the rest take on themes that 
aren’t necessarily horror specific, 
but focus on ill feelings of paranoia, 
self-loathing, and depression. A 
total of six songs, including a cover 
of legendary death rockers the 
Necros’ Conquest Of Death (the 
same band who played with and 
borrowed members from the Mis- 
fits in the early ’80s), and it comes 
on jack-o-lantern orange vinyl. A 
nice find for fans of horror punk 
and spooky rock ’n’ roll. 

AL 


Liisa Ladouceur 
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HEW JERSEY’S IE6EHMRY HORROR PUNK 
OllTfIT FWAllY lAOHCH THEIR VERY OWH 
MOSIC EABEl. JERRY OHIY TEILS US WHY 
*lrs A 6000 TIME TO BE A fiEND. 
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Introducing... 


by Tom Dragomir 


1 f you somehow missed the boat on the Mis- 
» fits’ twentv-five-Dlus vears of terror (see 


" fits’ twenty-five-plus years of terror (see 
/?/W#30), it’s been one hell of a bloody ride that 
began in a small American town called Lodi and 
ended with an orange and black legacy of B- 
grade horror flicks, schlocky stage antics, Elvira 
makeup and a cannon full of contagious punk 
anthems like Skulls, I Turned Into A Martian and 
Vampira. The creepiest thing to come out of New 
Jersey since swamp gas and the Pinebarrens 
Devil, the Misfits are cumently M.I.A., but that 
hasn’t prevented them from starting their very 
own label, Misfits Records, allowing Fiends from 
all across the globe to sink their claws into orig- 
inal ghastly releases in that same Samhain spir- 
it. 

Launched worldwide under a new deal with 
distribution giant Rykodisc, the label’s inception 
is marked by the release of founding member 
Jerry Only’s much anticipated Project 1950, a 
faithful fist-pumping ode to the early dashboard 
rock ’n’ roll of Del Shannon, Bobby Darin and 
even Paul Anka (see below for review). 

“[It] seems to be tapping a vein in young kids 
and it’s very refreshing that they’re in tune with 


ttie primal roots of the music they’ve been fol- 
lowing,” Jerry Only recently told Rue Morgue. 
“The backbone of punk has always been the 
three-chord progression, which was ultimately 
inspired by classic rock and roll of the 1950s. 
I’ve always wanted to record some of the music 
that inspired the Misfits to show Fiends where it 
all began. With this album, I will.” 

It seems natural, then, that Only and label 
president/Misfits videographer John Cafiero 
decided to flagship the budding label with this 
album in particular and to choose to distribute 
through a specialty label. 

“You’d be shocked at some of the horror sto- 
ries we have,” notes Cafiero. “Not Jason and 
Leatherface horror, but the true evil of the indus- 
try weasel - a threat much greater than any 
work of fiction!" 

He adds that many of the people working for 
Ryko are in fact Misfits fans who understand the 
band and the viewpoint shared by its legions of 
fans around the world. He also reveals that 
Ryko’s history with artists known for breaking 
new ground, Frank Zappa, David Bowie and The 
Residents among them, was crucial to their 


decision. Like the Misfits, these acts did things 
their own unique way and carved out a niche 
that became a legacy. 

This Halloween also marks the release of 
Balzac’s Beyond the Darkness, the first non- 
Misfits act signed to the label. A Misfits inspired 
band from Japan, Balzac’s take-no-prisoners 
punk-metal hybrid is one Only says will “terror- 
ize human beings and bring a sense of fear to 
those who listen.” 

“Balzac has used Misfits DNA to create a new 
breed of monster,” he says. 

With new discs from Osaka Popstar and the 
Killer Barbies forthcoming. Only expects the 
Misfits Records imprint will symbolize great 
music by unique bands with an eye toward 
intense packaging and a cauldron of cool extras. 
Project 1950 comes with a free DVD including 
five live performances of the ’50s tracks as well 
as a bonus material section with live videos of 
the Misfits and Balzac performing together plus 
tons of cool artwork. 

While Jerry Only and Co. promise to continue 
to dig up more great bone-chilling punk bands 
for the label, horror fans can also look forward to 
the birth of Misfits Video/DVD, with plans for a 
full-length Misfits OVD and material from other 
roster artists already in the works. They are even 
conspiring to release classic horror and cult 
movies from around the world, but sewed their 
lips shut when questioned about specific titles. 
When they decide to rip those seams, you better 
believe you’ll find it right here first in the dank 
pages of Rue Morgud\ % 


Hey kiddles, hirk 
on over fo pa^e 101 J 
for the official 
* Mlsflts/Rue Morgue I 
[ collectible poster, f 
I now avallablel 


MISFITS Punk 

Project 1950 

MisFiTS Records 

Founding member (and the only past/present 
Misfit on any radar-screen these days) Jerry 
Only brings his Devil-lock to tire sock-hop on 
Project 1950, the first official Misfits Records release. With a little help from his 
friends, Only’s pseudo side-project punks up '50s and early '60s heartbreakers 
Donna, Runaway and Dream Lover plus seven more. Classic three-chord aggres- 
sion rounded out by Dez Cadena (Black Flag) on guitar and Marky Ramone 
behind the kit, the terror time warp also features Blondie’s Jimmy Destri on keys 
and ’60s pop icon Ronnie Specter’s trademark sugar-and-spice backup vocals. 
A clock-rockin’ good time, Project 7950 comes with a slick 24-page booklet and 
bonus DVD featuring ten live performances and a handful of reminders why Only 
never sang lead in the first place. Mind you (despite getting pelted by kamikaze 
snowballs), he’s clearly having a great time, and in the end. isn’t that what the 
nifty '50s were really all about? TD 


BEYOND ^ 
DARKNESS 


BALZAC Punk 

Beyond the Darkness 

Misetts Records 

J-horror-punk from Osaka, they don’t call Balzac 
the “Misfits of Japan" for nothing. Thrashy 
descending guitars, rapid-fire drumming and 
scream-aiong choruses, these four shaggy devil-rockers remind us of what Gui- 
tar Wolf might have sounded like if he spent more time learning to play and less 
time drunk on Budweiser. Highly influenced by the 'Fite (they have the Balzac 
Fiendish Club and are quite keen about collectible merchandising). Beyond the 
Darkness is a glass cabinet of the band’s best material complete with gruesome 
graveyard imagery, infectious (often melodic) progressions and killer cuts like 
Wall and Out Of The Blue II (both of which take the horror-punk thing by the balls 
and bite down hard in any language). Featuring three live cuts (13 Ghosts, Dia- 
bolos and Day The Earth Caught Rre) Beyond die Darkness is aggressive as heli 
and howling for your attention. Balzac will eat you alive! TD SSIrSS 







THE VOODOO ORGANIST 

Exotic Demonic Blues Carnival 

WtTCH Doctor Records 
Rise up and lay praise to the great 
lord and master of the theremin, 
The Voodoo Organist! A bizarro hor- 
ror hipster keen on spook-house 
blues, Scott A. Wexton is the soulful 
circus barker behind Exotic 
Demonic Blues, a jolly carnival 
cabaret of steel drums and synthe- 
sized chicanery destined to steer 
your conga-line straight to hell. 
Earthly comparisons would include 
Screamin’ Jay Hawkins, Tom Waits 
and maybe The Residents, but I 
prefer to think of this guy as a dis- 
embodied essence from the planet 
Cool, sent down to inflict mass 
grooviness upon the terminally dull 
with his one man tiki terror tunes. 
Dig the front cover, it’s totally fit- 
ting. Available from voodooorganist 
©aol.com. TD 



THEEVERDEAD Punk 

Slumber Party Massacre EP 

/Vjtidote Records 

The Driller Killer gets his due cour- 
tesy of Michigan’s The EverDead, 
another all-things-Misfits outfit 
born of the cheese-ball ’80’s Slum- 


ber Party slasher series. Five cuts 
over fifteen minutes pay homage to 
The Evil Dead, homicidal maniacs 
and girls in itty-bitty panties by way 
of hooky (but not too hokey) rocka- 
billy guitars, simple solos and lots 
of “noo-ooh-oh" backups. Singer 
Adam Draven’s lip-curl is a little 
more Graves than Danzig on tracks 
like Cut You Up (a vaguely misogy- 
nist song about the raving handi- 
capped) and Ballad Of A Teenage 
Zombie is a catchy number that 
wets us enough to await their 
soon-to-be full-length Zombies, 
Werewolves and Demons. Rev up 
for phallic fun over at 
virww.theeverdead.com. 

TD 



THE ALPHABET BOMBERS 

Wreckless Psychodilly 

Spindrift Records 

The baffling band name aside, the 
Alphabet Bombers are a cool four- 
piece that carry their rockabilly 
roots firmly on their tightly rolled 
sleeves. A raunchy rave-up of 
twelve surf-style songs about flat 
tires, coffee and a sock-hop gone 
awry. Wreckless rolls over twelve 
cuts rife with bluesy stand-up bass 
solos and the singer Vegandemon 
has one of those two-packs-a-day 
voices that go so damn well with 
the rock-rumble ’n’ swing-thing. 
More axel-grease than dead things, 
The ABC Bombers go down like a 
diet Psychocharger, and Shadows 
On The Wall pays right respect to 
things that go bite in the night. 

TD 



LAST IN LINE Hardcore Punk 
Last In Line 

Gloom Records 

Last in Line's take on the hardcore 
punk genre has always been about 
three things: speed, anger, and hor- 
ror. Without ever branching off into 
musically experimental or progres- 
sive territories, these Boston bruis- 
ers have created maniacally fast- 
paced hardcore: tributes to Re-Ani- 
mator share space with songs of 
bitterness and anti-social hatred. 
This seven-inch EP contains a 
lightning-quick six songs and 
comes on putrid Pepto Bismol- 
coloured vinyl. AL 1^51/2 



INHUMAN Hardcore 

Black Reign 

Released Power Productions 
After a three-year hiatus, the self- 
proclaimed Brooklyn Bastards 
return with an EP of dark, powerful, 
intense hardcore. While rooted in 
the sound of late eighties hardcore 
bands (Negative Approach, Sick of 
It All), Inhuman sets itself apart 
through a dark, moody, melodic 
edge virtually unknown in a scene 
obsessed with brotherhood and 
tattoos. On Black Reign, the band 


has taken their darker edges and 
melded them into full-on gothic 
punk and dark rock textures, 
adding to their predictably punish- 
ing breakdowns and metallic riffs. 
Darker Than You Think contains a 
Danzig-esque vocal pattern, and 
Killing Me sounds like a cross 
between Misfits and the Sisters of 
Mercy. Call them what you will, it 
sounds to me like Inhuman are 
making a case for darkness in the 
world of hardcore. AL 



THE CODENAMES >’«>'>(abiity 

Graveyard Amtgos 

SGP Records 

Bringing boot tappin’ bluegrass to 
the hollow lands of Nashville, The 
Codenames take a whimsical view 
of this creepy-crawly world we live 
in. Laid back lyrics sung softly on 
Graveyard Amigos, zombie love and 
twelve-bar blues ail get their due 
with some rock-steady and Celtic 
folk tossed in for kicks. Dead in the 
West has a cool renegade cow- 
punk flair a la Ghoultown (still one 
of our faves in the Drome) while 
Bone Chillin’ sounds a lot like aVio- 
lent Femmes for the beret-wearing 
daddy -0 set. Mind you, the highly 
regrettable beat-box pseudo-rap 
homage to Creepshow 2 (Thanks 
For The Ride Lady) is quite possibly 
the stupidest horror song I’ve ever 
come across. However, I’m not 
nearly ready to suggest we say 
adlos to these amigos just yet. 

TD mi/2 



caRpe moRtem puBlicatioNS 

IS PROUD to aNNOUNCe It's fiRSt puBLicatiON 


TtlE^OON 

A classic anM Tevenje "jals in tKe rein of "y/ilUrd". 

by Robert Montena 

Limited to 200 signed and numbered copies. 

ONLY $15.00! (includes shipping & handling). 

' 'Hooked me in and never let go. I can 't wait for his 
next story." • Eerie Von (musician). 
caRpe mORtem puBlicatiONS 177-B Norwood ave. Lodi New jeasey 07644 
seHO CHeyue ofi moNey ORoeR rnd please iNcLuDe youR Name aso aoDRess. 
email: caRpemoRtempRess@yaHoo,com 
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Everyday is Halloween with comics and graphic novels from SLG Publishing. On sale at 
better comic stores and bookstores. Or visit us at www.slavelabor.com. 

iArtwort and characters TM & © 2003 by their respective creators. _ S1.0 
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FAITH AND THE MUSE Gotti 
The Burning Season 

Metropolis Records 
William Faith and Monica Richard’s 
latest forgoes the old Celtic 
medieval sound in favour of a much 
darker encompassing merge of 
goth, rock and trance. Comparable 
to Claire Voyant in its lighter 
moments, The Burning Season’s 
profound goth-rock measures ring 
in roughly between Switchblade 
Symphony and Poe’s Haunted, hit- 
ting harder when it counts. No 
obvious horror ties, but a con- 
frontational ’tude and some great 
punk industrial moments (Relic 
Song, Sredni Vashtar) leave us 
keepin’ the faith once again. 

TD 



DAVID HADSDY Pfog Instrumental 
Jethro StutI 

Esotericity Records 
There’s a cemetery in the tiny town 
of Stull, Kansas (zip code 666) 
rumoured to contain one of the 
seven gates of hell. Local legend 
cites a mysterious staircase some- 
where near the roofless church as 
the famed otherworldly portal. 
Instrumentalist David Bagsby’s 


haunting and cinematic ode to said 
haunted phenomena, Jethro Stull 
leads the listener down that very 
staircase (in full Scream-O-Phonic 
stereo!) into a sinister world filled 
with piping church organs and 
snapping violins. Gloomy/intro- 
spective at one turn, anxious/fre- 
netic the next, Bagsby’s symphonic 
meandering takes a little from H.G. 
Lewis and Carpenter’s sci-fi efforts 
but it’s a shame the cover looks so 
crappy as it’s an actual shot of the 
notorious barrow. For more on 
Bagsby, go to demolition- 
kitchen.com/bagsby. Info and pics 
of the haunted church at 
WWW. geocities. com/Baja/Out- 
back/2960. TD 



THOMAS SIMON Ainliient 
Sound Scape 

Endorphin Records 
On Sound Scape, experimental 
musician Thomas Simon combines 
dark rock, goth, and electronica to 
make genuinely suspenseful musi- 
cal ambience with the vibe of a 
dark, atmospheric horror film. The 
majority of this DIY-looking album 
calls to mind the scores for a vari- 
ety of ’80s classics, including 
Charles Berstein’s main theme for 
A Nightmare on Elm Street and 
even Brad Feidel’s Fright Night 
score (Simon has previously scored 
the thriller Black Wine and a dark 
rock opera called The Damnedi. 
Unfortunately, when he breaks into 
down-tuned grunge-influenced 


rock, Simon loses the eerie effect 
of his synth work. It’s uncertain 
how big of a fan he is of the genre, 
but at least half his work will 
appeal to horror soundtrack fans - 
back when they were done right 
and not filled with a bunch of hard 



rock radio bands, that is. AL $:%% 

TYPEONEBATIVE Gotli Mete) 
Life is Killing Me 

ROADRUNNER RECORDS 

The Brooklyn stalwarts’ first new 
release since 1999, Life is Killing 
Me is appropriately gloomy with a 
couple of surprises. I Don’t Wanna 
Be Me is the standout, a tough and 
catching grinder about black death 
in white snow, and their metallic 
mock-up of Hedwig’s Angry Inch 
gets my nod as the coolest Gothic 
cover since Murnau bed sheets. If 
you don’t wanna be dropping down 
the green for all fifteen cuts, (We 
Were) Electrocute is featured on 
the Freddy l/s. Jason soundtrack. 



TD 

HANZELAND GRETYL Indusirial 
Uber Alles 

Metropous Records 

Banned in Europe, rejected by HMV, 


and nervous about German distrib- 
utors for its perceived Nazi fascist 
artwork, Hanzel and Gretyl want 
you to know they’re actually futur- 
istic fallen angels or some such 
thing - here to save Earth in their 
fancy space ship, the Death-Star- 
Supergalacktit. 1 don’t get it either, 
but Oder Alles is essentially a 
mechanically constructed rock 
opera full of blaring sirens, 
•punched-out beats and iiber-fil- 
tered, scratchy vocals. Fans of 
Rammstein, Manson and KMFDM 
might want to sign up for the ride, 
just don’t forget to pack your 
Roget's German translator. 



TD %%M2 

THE SIXTH CHAMBER Goth Punk 
Molded Truths 

Novokkane Noise 

Murphy meets The Dead Milkmen 
by way of Joy Division on this inde- 
pendent LA release. An interesting 
(if not altogether successful) mix- 
ture of styles combining that 
grumbly/rolling Peter Hook bass 
sound with circus organs, snappy 
snare drums and nasally vocals. 
With tons of reverb and angular 
guitars. Molded Truths revels in 
gothic mediocrity and the lyrics go 
way beyond me, but the cover has 
a Last House on the Left thing 
going on if that means anything to 
you, (www.thesixthchamber.com). 
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Amphi^ory 

We sell Special Effects Hairdye for the vivid 
colors you crave, and costume wigs for the 
slightly less daring. 


Our eyeshadows, lipglosses, lipstick and other ■ J 
items are made inhouse by hand. The colors * ! 
available range from gothic to demure, fabulously 
glittery to softly matte. 

http://www.amphi^ory.com/ 
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CineMuerte 
Board Trivia Game 

At long last, a horror trivia game made by horror fans, for horror fans, complete 
with the coolest and hardest genre trivia questions imaginable! The objective is 
Trivial Pursuit-st^le-, you move around the board answering questions from differ- 
ent categories (Plot, Crew, Cast, Monsters, Lines), collecting tokens for correctly 
answered questions - when you have collected all five, you win. Mind you, it’s not 
as easy as it sounds; not only are the questions super hard, but with every wrong 
answer you give you lose blood tokens (ounces), if your blood tokens run out - 
guess what - you DIE, sucker! There is also the possibility that your gamepiece - 
modeled after genre characters like Sadako (Ringif), Cesare (The Cabinet of Dr. 
Caligarfi and Barbara Steele! - could land on a "chance” tile, which has its own 
deck of hilarious cards with actions like “You buy a doll for your sister and it eats 
her, lose 4 points,” and “You manage to sexually confuse Leatherface. Not much 
of a feat but gain 3 points anyway.” Though entirely homemade and slightly con- 
fusing to navigate the gameboard, it's still hilarious and fun. Just listen to us when 
we tell you overall, this game is C-O-O-L. Available directly from creator Keir-la 
Janisse at www.cinemuerte.com. 

DAHTE’SIHFERHO 

Twilight Creations Inc. 

Board Game 

Dante's Inferno is a tile-based, strategy board game in which you explore the 
realm of the titular literary classic, upon which the game is loosely based. It’s an 
interesting concept, in that the winner must rescue the most sinners (lustful, way- 
ward, angry, heretics, murderers, hypocrites, etc.) as he delves deeper into the 
levels of the abyss to gain entry to the ninth circle of Hell. Along the way, various 
demons are battled and defeated. Once enough souls have been set free, players 
gain access to the the ninth level, the core of Hell, where the prince of darkness 
himself dwells and must be vanquished. The graphics and playing pieces are good 
and include tiles (which make up the board) as well as 56 sculpted and colour 
coded figures, and a figure of the old cloven-hooved dark lord. Unfortunately, the 
rules are so poorly written that it becomes exceedingly difficult to make heads or 
tails of the rules, never mind actually play. Clarification would have gone a long 
way to making this a potentially cool game. 


Tomb Raider: The Angel of Darkness 

EIDOS 

PlayStation 2 


Yes, Lara Croft is back. And this time, she's sent through ancient and 
treacherous catacombs in Paris and Prague. Once again, she’ll need to 
fight, and think her way through various trials, traps, and certain death, 
which is always only one miscalculated step away. At first players elude 
the authorities, who believe Croft has murdered a former enemy. Then 
the game gets grisly and features violent imagery of a serial killer's mur- 
dered victims - a killer who ends up stalking Croft later in the game. 
Not surprisingly. The Angels of Darkness \s barker anti edgier than pre- 
vious releases; many of Lara’s foes are human but that uneasy Tomb 
Raiderg\A reaction is still here, thanks to some spooky soundscapes and 
backdrops. The controls however, are really wonky and generally 
detestable. Even so, hardcore fans of the series may overlook these 
flaws and enjoy it nonetheless. 



This survival horror game from 
Midway will have players assuming 
the role of a prisoner on death row 
in a haunted maximum-security 
penitentiary. (Xbox I GameCube I 
PlayStation 2) 

FOUR HORSEMEN 
OF THE APOCALYPSE 

This dark action game pits the play- 
er up against the infamous riders of 
the Apocalypse. (PC I Xbox ! Game- 
Cube I PlayStation 2) 

PSYCHOTOXIC 

In this post-apocalyptic action 
game players assume the role of an 
angel destined to save humanity. 
(PC) 

APOGALYPTICA 

The futuristic team-based, third- 
person action game from Konami 
will have players fighting to reclaim 
earth from the forces of hell. (PC I 
Xbox) 

SPHINX ANO THE CURSER MUMMY 

Players will assume the role of 
Sphinx, who has to travel through- 
out the world via magic portals to 
stop the evil plans of Set and 
retrieve the stolen crowns of Egypt. 
(GameCube I PlayStation 2) 
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BARBARA'S BOOKSTORE 

noOUkeSL 

Oak Park IL 

Phone: 708-848-9140 

COFFEE SHOP OF HORRORS 
102 Washington St. NW . 

Gainsville GA 

Phone: 706-473-3088 

www.coffeeshopofhorTors.com 

COLLECTORS CORNER 
8108A Harford Rd. 

Baltimore, MO 
Phone: 410-668-3353 

collector5comermd@comcast.net 

COMiC POST' 

2949Dundas St.W. 

Toronto ON 

Phone: 416-762-1303 
www.comicpost.com > 

DARK DELICACIES 
4213W.BurtiankBlvd. 

Burhank CA 

Phone: 818-556-6660 

www.darkdeLcom 


DOUGHBOYS 
CONVENIENCE 
9521 Ocean Highway 
Deimar MD 
Phone:410-896-4472 

DRAGONLADY COMIC SHOP 

609 College St. 

Toronto ON 

Phone: 416-536-7460 
www.dragonladyshop.com 

OR. TONGUE'S 30 HOUSE OF 
COLLECTIBLE TOYS 
1408 E. Burnside Street 
Portland OR 
Phone: 503-233-8915 
www.drtonguestoys.com 

EXCALIBUR COMICS 
3030 Bloor St. West 
Toronto ON 

Phone: 416-236-3553 

GRAVEYARD RECORDS 
& COLLECTABLES 
2665 South Howell Ave. 
Milwaukee, Wl 53207 
Phone: 414-486-1751 
www.graveyardrecords.com 


HOLLYWOOD CANTEEN 
1516 DanforthAve. 

Toronto ON 

Phone:416-461-1704 

www.hcanteen.com 

HOWLING WOLF STUDIO 
1 South Main Street 
London OH 

Phone: 740-852-2885 
www.howlingwolfshidio.com 

MORRISSEY MAGIC LTD. 

2477 Dufferin St. 

Toronto ON 

Phone: 416-782-1393 

www.morrisseymagic.com 

MYSTIC EMPORIUM 
3152 SylvaniaAve. 

Toledo. OH 
83613 

Phone: 419-471-9085 
www.mystic-emporium.com 

THE SILVER SNAIL 
367 Queen SL West 
Toronto ON 

Phone: 416-593-0889 
www.silversnail.com 


SIREN 

463 Queen St. West 
Toronto ON 
Phone:416-504-9288 
www.sirenweb.com 

VILLAGE COMICS 
214 Sullivan St. 

New York NY 

Phone:212-777-2770 

www.villagecomics.com 
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VIRTUAL HAUNTS 


DVD PLUS TOYS 

Toronto ON 

Phone: 416-626-7881 

saies@dvdplustoys.com 

vtfww.dvdplustoys.com 
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USAAJK 1959-1961 

Starring and directed by John Newland 
ABC Television 


veryone remembers the 1 950s as the time when the anxieties of the Cold 
War dominated the horror genre, but by the late ’50s those fears had given way 
to a renaissance that ultimately ushered in the modern horror film as we know 
it. Gone were the innocent terrors of the ’30s and ’40s, along with the political- 
ly charged invasion films of ttie early ’50s, as the era saw an unprecedented 
increase in genre films that were more serious in nature. Horror films got blood- 
ier, moved from living rooms to drive-ins, and took adolescents - their primary 
audience - with them. 

Television studios suffered and retaliated by launching their own brand of 
“serious and spooky” programming in an attempt to lure their principal audi- 
ence back, and among their very first attempts was a show called One Step 
Beyond. Sponsored by Alcoa Aluminum Foil (of all things), this pioneering anthol- 
ogy series made its television debut on ABC on January 20, 1 959 with the pilot 
episode The Bride Possessed, which told the “true story” of a bride-to-be whose 
body was overtaken by the spirit of a recently murdered woman. 

One Step Seyontf introduced television audiences to eerie tales of supernat- 
ural phenomena, including ghosts, out-of-body experiences, possession, alien 
abduction, telepathy, time travel and precognition - topics that proved hugely 
interesting to viewers and paved the way for a flood of similarly-themed shows 
dealing witii the supernatural. One Step Beyond ms revolutionary because it 
featured dramatic re-enactments of chilling stories that were taken from the 
American and British Societies for Psychical Research - stories that were 
allegedly based on fact. 

Keeping a serious tone was integral to the success of the show, and for this, 
One Step Beyond relied on host and director John Newland, who would later go 
on to direct episodes of Alfred Hitchcock Presents, Night Gallery and Boris 
Karloff’s Thriller. The haunting and beautiful theme by Harry Lubin, who would 
later compose the theme to the show’s younger cousin, The Outer Limits (1 963) 
was also an indispensible part of the show’s unique appeal. In a typical half- 
hour episode, Newland introduced each story and wrapped up with an explana- 
tion, giving the show its rationalist tone that managed to convince viewers that 
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the improbable was indeed possible. He even con- 
cluded one episode, called Tidal Wave, by inter- 
viewing the individual whom the story was actual- 
ly based on. 

Clearly the Unsolved Mysteries of its day, One 
Step Beyond was a huge hit in its 1 0 p.m., Tues- 
day night time-slot, it premiered nine months 
before Rod Serling’s The Twilight Zone and ran for 
three years. Many renowned actors got their start 
on the show, including William Shatner and Charles Bronson; One 
Step Beyond a\so featured the writing talents of Charles Beaumont 
(who would later pen 21 episodes of The Twilight Zone), Larry Mar- 
cus {Douglas Fairbanks, Jr. Presentd}, and series creator Merwin 
Gerard {Robert Montgomery Presentdi. Genre iegends Christopher 
Lee and Martin Benson also made appearances after the show 
moved production to the UK. 

UnforRinatety, ratings declined following the move to England, 
The last thirteen episodes featured an all-British cast with the 
exception of mainstay Newland. As the popularity of the show 
diminished, it soon became over-shadowed by The Twilight Zone 
(1959), which went on to become one of the most popular televi- 
sion shows of its time in part because it had an element of fantasy 
that One Step Beyo/irf lacked. 

Eventually, the show was cancelled in 1961 but not before it had 
completed a staggering 96 episodes. Seventeen years later, in 
1 976, it made a short come-back under the name The Next Step 
Beyond and once again, John Newland took up his post as Ameri- 
ca’s “tour guide to the unknown” and debuted with a re-telling of 
one of the original show’s most successful shows, The Tidal Wave, 
but the program was cancelled again after just 25 episodes when 
the ratings failed to deliver. 

Today One Step Beyond unfortunately remains one of the lesser- 
known television shows of its ilk, and continues to lack the recog- 
nition it deserves. Nevertheless, it is chiefly responsible for having 
carved a path for a generation of television programs devoted to 
paranormal topics which were an integral element of the evolution 
of modem horror, most notably The Twilight Zone senes, The Outer 
Limits, Amazing Stories, Unsolved Mysteries, Canada’s Psi Factor 
Chronicles of the Paranormal and Chris Carter’s The X-Files and 
Millennium. Newman himself took the next step beyond on January 
10, 2000 when he died at age 82, but the pioneering concept 
behind his innovative show is still echoed today. 

Select episodes from the second season of One Step Beyond 
were recently reissued on DVD and are currently available from VCI 
Home Entertainment. 

Jeii Vuckovic 




A scene from the classic episode Father Image. 
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